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The Great Divide Chapter LO 


Author's Notes: 
PLEASE READ MY OTHER STORY THE STARSET SERIES FIRST!! 


Notes: it is advised that you read up on that first, it will bring new insight to the relationships that previously 
existed. 


It is loosely based on the Starset Novel The Prox Transmissions. Some of the events, names and locations are 
taken from that novel, but I've used them in my own fashion, so please don't flame me for any inaccuracies 
between that book and this story. | simply wanted to take a few of the ideas that they touched upon and flesh 


them out a bit for my own use. 


| also believe that this story will be a ‘one shot’, even though | had fun writing it, | am not sure whether or 
not to progress it in this form. | do have several ideas that would make for a wonderful sequel, but it is not in 


my immediate plans to do another chapter... unless that little person inside of my head starts poking at my 


brain again and tells me to do so. 


One last thing. | am not a scientist. This is my first story that draws heavily on science fiction, so please 
forgive me if I've gotten any technical details wrong. | write because | have fun doing it, it's mostly for my 


own amusement. 


The man sat on the edge of a large boulder in the middle of a vast, deserted area that was completely devoid 
of any signs of life. Pausing to survey his surroundings, he pulled the water container out from his backpack 
and took a long drink from the canister. The icy water poured down his throat and offered instant satisfaction, 
due to the wonders of new thermal and cooling technology. He looked around to see nothing but dirt and dust 
for miles on end, a vast, sepia colored wasteland that stretched on for miles greeted him. Far overhead, a sun 
blazed down with intense, unforgiving warmth, which was almost unbearable if it wasn't for the heat resistant 
layers of clothing he had donned before heading out. A torrid, humid wind had started to pick up now, blowing 
sand and dirt high into the air and he knew that if he didn't reach his destination soon, he'd be caught in a bad 
storm with no visibility. 


Rummaging through his bag again, he pulled out his computer. He pushed his goggles high up on top of his 
head, revealing tired, weary eyes. He bit down on the tip of one of the gloves and slid his hand out, tapping on 
the liquid crystal screen and quickly bringing the computer to life. A colorful map soon spread out over the 
screen and within moments a tiny, green blip far off, miles away began to slowly pulse. He looked up from the 
computer, to the direction he was being drawn to. It was so far away, through some rough terrain, but he 
knew that he had no other alternative but to go, and go quickly. Time was of the essence here. Every second 
mattered. Along with all the other clichés, it was a matter of life and death. 


With a few clicks on the computer, he transferred the data to a small device he was wearing on his wrist, and 
pushed a button, bringing up a tiny version of the information that was previously shown on the monitor, along 
with a smaller display, no more than two or three pixels in size, with a tiny red glow. A number flashed below 
the red icon "65". A look of concern washed over his face. It wasn't the figure that he wanted to see, it was 
on the low side, but at least he knew that his target was still alive and his heart was beating, although for 
how long, he couldn't be sure. As long as that little red blip still appeared on the screen, he was going to keep 
moving forward. He was never one for exerting valuable energy on lost causes and hopeless things, but this... 
this was different. Going against his better judgment and everything he knew to be true, he willingly embarked 


on this personal quest, for reasons that he himself wasn't quite sure of. 


Shoving the computer and water container back in his bag, he pulled the loops shut with a quick tug, sending a 
puff of sand that had settled on the material back into the air. He stood up and stretched, cracking his back 
and wincing slightly as his muscles started to protest being forced back into action so quickly. Slowly walking 
back to his vehicle, his booted feet kicked up small rocks and pebbles that hung strangely in the thick air for a 
moment before hitting the ground again without a sound. Gravity here did not follow the natural laws of 
physics, and would shift from time to time, completely screwing with one's perception of reality. Luckily 


though, he had been here before, and was familiar with this terrain having just enough knowledge to survive IF 
he got caught out in the elements for too long. "IF" being the operative word It was a dangerous place, full of 
pitfalls and a copious amount of carnivorous natural and unatural predators, all of which he had no intention of 


meeting up with during his mission. 


Taking a moment to run his fingers through the waves of his dark hair, he then dropped the goggles back 
down over his eyes and pulled the gloves back on, wrapping a thick scarf around his nose and mouth. He 
twisted his wrist and took one more look, taking note of the direction that he had to travel in and that 
incessant blinking red blip. "65". Good. He still had time. He straddled the vehicle and hit the start key. The 
engine whirred to life with a sputter of dust erupting out from behind it. Pulling his tattered traveling jacket 
tight, he pulled the zipper up, past all the faded scientific patches and military markings until it reached his 
chin. His legs, covered in khaki colored pants stretched out to either side, the tip of his foot finding the brake 
with ease, while he gripped the handlebars tightly and leaned down, slowly releasing the throttle and sped off 
into the dusty plains. 


The miles stretched on for hours, as the dust storm intensified, making it increasingly difficult to navigate. 
Breathing also became more laborious as the time passed, and the man wished that he had taken the time to 
stuff more tactical gear in his bag before running out on this fool's errand His only defense was that he was 
not thinking clearly, and his normal precise and calculated judgment was clouded by emotions that he had 
thought dead and buried, along with the Earth. Yet, here he was, driving through restricted areas, chasing 
after a signal on a screen that could be the key to his very existence, or just some ancient, dying electronic 
device, sending a transmission out as the last lithium cells slowly faded, completely removing all signs of its 
existence forever. He had directly disobeyed orders, hacked into computer systems, and called in every favor 
he could to proceed. Even if his motives were in question, he had been given this mission and expected to 


succeed, no matter the cost. 


It was nearly nightfall by the time that he reached the bunker. Temperatures dropped down into the single 
digits near the vicinity of the restricted zones, and he knew that he would have to find shelter soon as the 
wind severely whipped and beat his skin with particles of sand that caused rough abrasions in every location on 
his body that wasn't covered. Hopping off the vehicle, he approached the outer perimeter and examined the 
large white columns protruding from the ground in calculated, precise locations every few feet. It didn't take a 
genius to realize that these were highly charged particle gates, sending out an invisible wall that surrounded 
the facility. One wrong move here, a slip of his foot and he'd be instantly vaporized and turned into nothing 
more than a pile of dust. He shuddered, remembering all the lives that were lost here, when the uprising 
began, and how the FEC. had shamelessly murdered hundreds, if not thousands of citizens who were only 
looking for sanctuary here. Did they hear the hum of the generators as they were turned on and powered up? 
Did they feel the sting of every single particle in their bodies being instantly vaporized at the speed of light 
before they died? Shaking his head, he banished the thought out of his mind, and cursed for letting himself get 
emotional. Lately, he had been indulging in too many emotional responses to various sources. He had come here 


for one thing..and one thing only. 


He returned to the vehicle momentarily, pulling up the hood on his coat, and brought the computer out again 


and did a perimeter scan. The flashing lights from the LED screen reflected brightly as the sun dipped down 


over the flat horizon and graced him with the cover of darkness. He could move around easier now, undetected 
by the all-seeing cameras and electronic eyes that surveyed the area, however, night brought with it a new 
set of dangers including increased Carnivore patrols. They were the jackals of the FEC, imbued without any 
emotion or conscience; they were the perfect foot soldiers. Rumor had it that they were not human at all, but 
product of the Everything machine, fine-tuned and trained only to perform one task, and that was to protect 
the secrets of their Masters at any cost. At night, their numbers around the secured facility were increased 
due to the fact that their heightened eyesight and audio perception was greater than even the most 


sophisticated monitoring equipment. 


The computer finished its scan and acquired the code for the gates in a matter of seconds. He knew that he 
would only be able to create a very minor interruption in the fluctuation of power, or else risk being detected. 
Hopefully it would be enough just to get him inside. Hitting the ‘disarm’ button on the screen, he quickly shoved 
the computer back into his bag, flinging it behind him and darted across the dusty courtyard as fast as his 
feet could carry him. Even though he was in perfect health, he wasn't quite used to the atmosphere here or 
massive amounts of physical exertion and still surprised himself with how quickly he made it past the fences. 
As he reached the outer yard, he heard the dull buzz of the electronic drone, signaling restoration of power. 
Crouching behind a old, rusty storage container, he waited, holding his breath, listening to see if any of the 
alarms had been raised, and waiting to hear the heavy steps of the Carnivores as they came out to 
investigate the power interruption. Nothing. He breathed a sigh of relief; his contact had proven to be 
trustworthy. 


After waiting several moments, just to be sure, he quickly sprinted closer to the facility and located the 
flashing keypad that would give him access to the building. Strangely enough, with all the heightened security 
surrounding the area, this particular lock was easy to hack. He figured that they must have been thinking that 
no one would be insane enough to brave the terrain or the elements and make use of a well concealed side 
entry way. Within a few seconds, the red light flashed green and the door popped open with a loud click He 
darted inside and quickly pulled it shut behind him in one fluid motion 


The first thing that hit him was the stench of disinfectant. The offensive, abrasive, chemical aroma hit him 
full in the nostrils all at once, making his eyes water, bringing tears instantly to his eyes. A momentary 
coughing fit overcame him and he crouched down low in a corner, forcing himself to stifle the coughs inside of 
his shirt until it was over. Pulling the scarf back up over his nose and mouth, he tightened it around his face, 
giving it a harsh tug behind his head so that it wouldn't slip down again. Every second of being undetected and 


silent here was precious, and the success of his mission succeeded on it, as did his life and the life of another. 


Checking quickly on his wrist device, he could see that his target was not far away, which gave him hope, but 
sadly the only route to the place where he was being kept was down the main center of the facility, past all 
the researchers and patrolling Carnivores, who would be able to spot a stranger at a mile's distance. Even 
though it was now night time, the staff would still be on duty, they never slept, they didn't have to, and so he 
knew that stealth was his only option His contact had given him codes for nearly all of the doors in the 
facility, and so far they were proven to work, however, there was always the option of doubt every time he 
inputted one, waiting for the light to flash red, the alarm to sound and his discovery imminent. Always waiting 
for the other shoe to drop. He glanced down at the mini map and scanned his eyes over the maze of corridors 


and obstacles in between him and his target, his eyes quickly scouting and memorizing the fastest way there. 
It might not be the safest, but it was the most direct, and the longer he remained out in the open, the worse 
chance for being detected Moving as fast as he could, he darted in and out of unlocked doors and unseen 
riches, keeping in the shadows, sprinting closer and closer to his destination Once or twice, he nearly stumbled 
into researchers mindlessly trudging through the halls on their way to do god only knows what terrible things, 
but thankfully they seemed to only have their mind on their task, and eyes focused directly in front of them, 
with no distraction. He shuddered, knowing that is the same fate that could have happened to him, if he had 
not found a way to escape from the FEC's tyranny. 


Time was of the essence and he now moved more quickly, only a few feet away from the designated 
examination room that he had been so anxiously waiting to arrive at for weeks. So much planning had gone into 
this mission, so much riding on it that he was almost afraid to fail. It was important to him, and to one other 
VERY important person that he successfully complete it. A pang of regret came over him for a moment, he 
almost wished that he hadn't taken on this task, because there was so much at stake. He had taken it because 
his heart told him to, what done was done in the space of one single, very important heartbeat. 


Waiting in a side corridor for the passerby's to walk away, he took a moment to look down at the monitor on 
his wrist again and run his fingers over the hard metal shell where the bright red light still blipped on and off. 
A life depended on him. Inhaling deeply, he leaned his head back against the cold wall for a moment, knowing 
that he couldn't possibly waste another minute of time, and that this one sprint to the door needed to go fast, 
be perfect and completely undetected. The code had to work, the door had to open, and there could be 
absolutely no mistakes. He watched as the two FEC. members shuffled by, carrying their trays of test tubes 
and various other nefarious looking medical instruments. How perfectly mindless they were in their task, 
heartless and cruel, the perfect mindless drone. 


In a moment, he sprang into action, darting across the hall with ease, his eyes set upon one plain, white, 
unimportant looking door. It was securely made with steel, bolted up tight with various magnetic and electronic 
devices that kept prying eyes and other nefarious types out. One would never know that there was a living 
person, a patient locked up inside, for there were no medical charts, no names or marks on the door to 
designate that it was anything but one more mindless, sterile room. He knew. He had seen the horrors and 
atrocities that these people were capable of and it chilled him to the core every time that he allowed his mind 
to drift back to those days. The past, HS past needed to stay buried, for if he permitted it, even for one 
moment to creep back in, he'd be panicking and lose his concentration in a moment's notice. No.. he wouldn't 
think about anything else but his mission. HIS mission. 

Hesitating momentarily, he looked at the flashing panel on the front of the door, keeping it magnetically locked 
before quickly punching in a code with hasty fingers. The code worked, and the panel flashed a welcoming green 
color. He smiled, there was something oddly satisfying about the sound of the lock releasing that pleased him. 
Halfway through with his mission, the hardest part was yet to come. Finding a way into the base, provided 
with key codes and detailed maps was hardly a challenge at all, but now he was going to be faced with an even 
more difficult obstacle. 


He stepped into the pitch black room which was eerily illuminated by the glow of the multitude of monitors 


that lined every single wall from floor to ceiling, displaying almost indecipherable information. The room was 


freezing cold, and smelled like rot and infection It almost gagged him. In the center was a metal hospital gurney, 
with no pillows or padding of any kind for comfort, only the cold steel underneath with a almost naked man 
stretched out on it, his hands and feet strapped down with thick leather straps. Taking one look at the body 


before him, he went instantly pale, and could feel the vomit rising in his throat. "Jesus Christ.” 


The man's head was badly shaved, clumps of hair sticking out randomly, with various electrodes and a vast 
array of rainbow cables tapping directly into his brain, plunged in through large, gaping holes that were red and 
festering with infection. There were dried bloodstains on the table underneath his head, obvious signs of 
trauma from when the probes had been inserted, and judging from the smear pattern, the poor soul had been 
awake and struggling when they penetrated his skull. His mouth was slightly open, lips blue and ashen, and 
trapped in a perpetual, never ending scream of torment. A partially transparent visor had been placed over his 
eyes, which was illuminated by a faint lilac glow that pulsed in sync with the information being displayed on the 
monitors. His eyes were open and staring up at the ceiling, unmoving and stationary, pupils fully dilated and 
unresponsive. The entire scene looked like something out of a nightmare. Taking a moment to walk around the 
table, he could see that not only was the patient being restrained by normal means, but there were also a 
network of tubes inserted in various places over his body, attached to several IV stands which had different 
colored liquids dripping into them. These were the liquids and chemicals that kept his heart beating and his 
body functioning. He was being kept alive artificially, his body was painfully thin and gaunt, wasting away. Kept in 
a dream like trance for months, trapped here on this cold steel table, wearing nothing more than a glorified 
sheet made of paper. Perhaps this was a lost cause, a fool's errand. He had come here to retrieve this person, 


but what was left on the table was nothing more than a hollowed out husk, how much ‘human’ could be left? 


He shuddered, knowing that this person in front of him was not the only soul to be subjected to this sort of 
torture. The FEC. loved extracting every bit of knowledge from those poor unfortunate souls that did 
something which went against their ideals and standards. It was common practice to harvest every single bit 
of memory and any other personal information that came with it in effort to use it against the rebels. Their 
plan to seize control over the planet was almost perfect, but with all their advanced technology, they could 
never anticipate or predetermine the will of the human spirit. This is how he and others like him kept fighting. 
Glancing down at his wrist device, he made note of the flashing heart rate, which matched the same number 
on the monitor and frowned. It was going to take some time to bring the man around, and it would undoubtedly 


cause a change in heart rate, which would not go on unnoticed. He needed time, which was a precious 


commodity that he had none of. 


Sitting down at one of the many monitoring consoles, he started typing, taking his time and securing a private 
connection back to base, trying to ignore the vicious smell of infection in the small room. Anxiously waiting, he 
tapped his fingers on the desk, waiting for the information to go through, the green cursor blinking in mock 
silence at him. After several moments, the connection was made and he entered the code to access his 


contact. 


>connection established, welcome to THE MESSENGERS 

>HOME: Progress report. 

>REMOTE: | have made it inside the facility. | am with the subject now. 
>HOME: what is the delay? 


>REMOTE: Sir. There's not much left to him. He is fried | do not think that bringing him home in this condition 
is advisable. 

>REMOTE: Sir? 

>HOME: You have a task to perform. Do it. 

>REMOTE: Of course sir. 

>HOME: Thank you, Thomas. 


>connection terminated. 


As the monitor went black, Thomas Bell stared at it for a long time frowning. Not one to question orders, he 
silently wondered if there was a reason why this person was so important to the resistance. Ever since the 
Intel came in of his location, the commander had made it into his own personal mission to recover him and 
bring him home, at any cost. Thomas watched as he put every single minute of the day into making a plan to 
bring him back, often getting so consumed in his own objectives that he would disregard those of the 
Messengers. When the time came, he knew that he would be the one called upon to perform the task, there 
was no other that was more trustworthy and he knew exactly what he was getting into, but refusing the 
mission was not an option. It had to be him. Thomas was devoted to his commander, and faithful to the 
resistance. This was his home, after all and he would do anything it took to defend it. If this man being held 
captive had some knowledge that was essential and valuable, then he was worth saving. Thomas was more than 
a little apprehensive about the mission because of the limited knowledge about this man's past, however, he 


trusted his Commander. That, in itself was more than enough to get him moving. 


He was wasting time, but he had to think this next course of action through. His mind raced with a thousand 
thoughts all at once, and he took a moment to reign them all in. The objective was go get him back to the base 
safely, and presumably still alive, but with him being in a vegetative state, it was going to be incredibly 
difficult. Running a hand through his hair, he sighed and turned around to face the body on the gurney, 
watching the man's chest rise and fall; he was breathing on his own, so that was a good sign. The FEC. had not 
completely destroyed his brain functioning which gave him hope that there might still be a bit of life left in 
him. Glancing at the time elapsed on one of the computer monitors, he knew that he would have to work fast 
now, as the first of the scientists would soon be returning to perform routine duties and he'd be caught. 
Wheeling the chair back to the computers, Thomas started typing frantically, doing what he did best, writing 
code faster than anyone else, creating a false set of electronic data to be sent back to the computer that 
would trick it into thinking that the readings from the input devices were still being read without interruption 
His fingers flew across the keyboard and within a few minutes, the program was ready to execute. He jumped 
from his chair and started rummaging through the cabinets, looking for some type of clothing to dress the 
man in. The temperatures outside were far below freezing now, and he just needed to put some distance 
between them and the facility before they could find refuge. Finding an old set of loose fitting scrubs, he held 
them up and flung the dust off. They would have to do. 


Thomas started at the man's feet, quickly unbuckling the leather straps that held him down by his ankles. As 


the leather fell away, he could see deep cuts in the man's flesh where he had tried to pull himself free, and 


the restraints cutting deeply into the skin. Flaked bits of dried blood and scabs fell away as he slipped them 
off, grimacing as he did so. Pushing the pants up over his legs, Thomas noticed that some of the intravenous 
lines were attached to the fleshy part of his thighs. A thick, nasty silvery liquid flowed down the tubing and 
into a central line. Whatever the drug was that he was being pumped with, they wanted to make sure that he 
was getting massive doses of it by putting more than one site on board. Not having time to be gentle about it, 
he reached down and yanked the needles out, and let them fall uselessly down to the floor, the droplets of 
liquid spilling out and starting to swirl over the drain A thin trickle of blood started to form at the injection 
site, but he didn't have time to worry about little problems like that. He managed to get the bottoms on the 
man and then moved on to his wrists. The leather that held him down to the table was stretched out and 
worn, as if he had been fighting for a very long time. Thomas noticed that on the palm of the man's hands 
were crescent moon shaped wounds, probably caused by his fingernails as he clenched his hands into fists 


during some sickening procedure. 


He took a moment to catch his breath. This next part was the most crucial. Looking back over his shoulder at 
the still comatose patient, he was a bit worried about what would happen when he started shutting down the 
systems that were keeping him alive. The computer wouldn't sense any change, and continue to monitor a 
phantom ghost as if he were still there, but what would happen to the physical body? Would it be able to 
withstand a severe shock of being disconnected to whatever was keeping it functioning? There were too many 
options to weigh them all, he knew that it just had to be done. Stepping over to the computer, he hit the 
EXECUTE button and all the monitors flashed, but just for the moment, in the of a blink of an eye and then 
were up and running again. No one came running, there were no alarms, nothing out of the ordinary. He 
breathed a sigh of relief and then started pulling the metal spikes out of the man's head. With a disgusting 
oozing and popping sound, the metal retracted and he gasped; each of the plugs was at least two inches in 
diameter, and covered in blood and tissue. Droplets of blood formed on the steel gurney as he made his way 
around the man's head and disconnected them all. He waited for a moment, pausing to see if there was any 
reaction Nothing, no signs of life except the rythmatic rising and falling of his chest. The only thing left to 
remove was the violet visor. Thomas examined it from every direction. It was something extraordinary. 
Seemingly not attached by any sort of plugs or prongs, it seemed to have a life of its own, something 
unnatural, alien. It was quite beautiful, really. Taking a closer look, he could see that the visor wasn't lilac at all, 
but the translucent screen was actually moving, churning with several colors, purple, blue, green, and white. 
They all swirled about above the man's pupils, completely mesmerizing and captivating. Thomas reached out and 
touched the device, when suddenly the colors merged together, forming a straight yellow line across the man's 


eyes. Letters then appeared on it. 


-ENTER ACCESS CODE TO DISARM DAYDREAM MODE- 

-WARNING-ANY ATTEMPTS BY AN UNAUTHORIZED USER WILL RESULT IN DEACTIVATION OF SUBJECT- 
ATTEMPTS REMAINING:3- 

-REMOVAL OF PATIENT FROM MONITORING ROOM WITH VISOR STILL ACTIVATED WILL RESULT IN IMMEDIATE 
LOCKDOWN OF FACILITY- 


Shit. He wasn't prepared for this. Who would invent such an insane device that's lockout feature was to kill the 
patient?l? The FEC. had some seriously questionable morals. Still, as with any type of security system, Thomas 


knew that he could crack it. He was a communication and computer expert. Grabbing his computer, he sat it on 


the bed next to the man and started typing away. A code soon appeared on his monitor and he touched the 
device again, the input screen then came up, and he punched in the numbers. 


-ENTER CODE->5104596651 
The screen turned a shade of blue, then back to yellow. 


-ENTER ACCESS CODE TO DISARM DAYDREAM MODE- 

-WARNING-ANY ATTEMPTS BY AN UNAUTHORIZED USER WILL RESULT IN DEACTIVATION OF SUBJECT- 
ATTEMPTS REMAINING:2- 

-REMOVAL OF PATIENT FROM MONITORING ROOM WITH VISOR STILL ACTIVATED WILL RESULT IN IMMEDIATE 
LOCKDOWN OF FACILITY- 


"Damn it" Thomas shouted, and went back to the computer. He scanned the device again, and information 
started displaying on his screen, he examined it closely, going over every single algorithm and number with 
precision "But... Its still the same code." He muttered. Doubt started to creep in. He was certain that he 
entered the numbers in the correct sequence. Beads of sweat began to build up on his brow; he wiped them 
away with his scarf. Should he risk entering the same sequence again? Looking over to the monitors, he saw 
that they were still displaying the fake information he had entered earlier, he still had time, he just had to 
calm down. He could risk another transmission back to base, but that was dangerous, he didn't get caught the 
first time, but a second message would surely be intercepted and his location revealed. He was on his own 
here. With nervous fingers, he ran the device through his computer again and for the third time, the same 


unlock code flashed on the screen. Something wasn't right. He would try it a second time. 
-ENTER CODE->51045966517 
The screen turned a shade of purple, then orange. 


-ENTER ACCESS CODE TO DISARM DAYDREAM MODE- 

-WARNING-ANY ATTEMPTS BY AN UNAUTHORIZED USER WILL RESULT IN DEACTIVATION OF SUBJECT- 
ATTEMPTS REMAINING: 

-REMOVAL OF PATIENT FROM MONITORING ROOM WITH VISOR STILL ACTIVATED WILL RESULT IN IMMEDIATE 
LOCKDOWN OF FACILITY- 


Staring at the device, Thomas was dumbfounded. The code was correct, it had to be. He, himself had created 
the program that was used to generate codes based on the |0 patterns of electrical devices. It was foolproof 
and perfect. He looked at the visor that was still firmly in place on the man's face, pulsing with its iridescent 
pastel colors, almost as if mocking him. Starting to pace around the room, Thomas wracked his brain with 
every possibility as to why it wasn't working and came up empty. He considered risking the attempt at leaving 
with it still attached and try to find a way out after the lock down, but he was fairly certain that the device 
had a tracking unit installed on it, and he'd never be able to outrun the Carnivores with a comatose person 


slung over his shoulder. A sense of defeat was creeping in, and it filled him with anger. He was so close to 


getting this man out of here and now to be blocked by some sort of alien device was ruining his day. 

A moment of clarity descended on him. That was it! The program couldn't decipher the code because it was 
only searching through man-made |0 devices. Whatever this thing was, it probably didn't follow the rules of 
normal electrical mechanics, all he had to do was search through a larger array of numbers and possibilities, 
and narrow it down from there. That had to be it! Immediately he went back to the computer changed the 
attributes, and then another series of numbers popped up on the box. Thomas grinned widely and went back to 
the visor again to input the code. "I gotcha’ he bragged. 


-ENTER ACCESS CODE TO DISARM DAYDREAM MODE- 

-WARNING-ANY ATTEMPTS BY AN UNAUTHORIZED USER WILL RESULT IN DEACTIVATION OF SUBJECT- 
ATTEMPTS REMAINING: 

-REMOVAL OF PATIENT FROM MONITORING ROOM WITH VISOR STILL ACTIVATED WILL RESULT IN IMMEDIATE 
LOCKDOWN OF FACILITY- 

-ENTER CODE->I591532846 


He waited patiently as the colors began to fade from orange back a soothing blue and started to dissipate and 
fade away. Thomas exhaled and ran his hands over his face with a great sigh of relief. As soon as it would 
disengage, he would get the man out of here and be on his way back in no time. Turning around, he let the 
device deactivate and checked on the monitoring computers to be sure that they still displayed the incorrect 
information for whomever was watching. The program was running smoothly. Suddenly, there was a loud 
beeping from his wrist device and he glanced at it quickly. The little red blip that displayed the man's heart 
rate was suddenly dropping rapidly. Was it because the visor had been acting as a life support system the 
entire time? Hurrying back across the room, he could see that the visor was still active and a bright red flash 


of color spilled over it, displaying large bold letters. 


-INCORRECT CODE- 
-MULTIPLE FAILED ATTEMPTS HAVE RESULTED IN DEACTIVATION OF SUBJECT- 


"No no no" Thomas shouted. The beeping on his wrist became louder as the man's heart rate started 
plummeting. He stirred on the metal gurney, his body twisting and contorting into spastic shapes. There was 
blood starting to drip out of his ears, the device was vaporizing his brain. Thomas grabbed him by the thin 
shoulders and tried to hold him down. Glancing at the visor he could see another message blinking on it. 


-THEY HAVE BETRAYED YOU, THOMAS BELL- 


Unsure of what to do, and in a moment of panic, he climbed on top of the gurney and straddled the man, 
grabbing hold of the visor with both shaking hands and pulled at it. He felt it budge, just a little. The man 
pitched and shifted underneath him, and Thomas nearly fell, but gripped hold of the steel edges of the gurney 
long enough to pull himself back up. Regaining his balance, he grabbed the device again, this time getting his 
fingers completely around and under the edges. A burning sensation swept over his fingertips, and the sickening 
smell of scorched flesh was starting to fill the room. Not letting go, he summoned every ounce of strength 
that he had and felt it start to move. The bright, red light flickered as he pulled at it harder and harder, until 
finally the light shut off and it released from the comatose man. Thomas gripped the visor with painful, burnt 


fingers and tossed it across the room with force, satisfied when he heard a shattering sound in the direction 


when he had tossed it. At the same moment, the man on the table let out a blood curdling scream, his eyes 
still open and focused on something unseen in the room and then collapsed back down, not moving. A steady, 


shrill sound came from Thomas wrist device; the heart rate had hit zero. 


"Fuck youl" he shouted. "Not after all this, you're not getting away this easily." Doing a quick scan of the room, 
his heart sank, there were no defibrillator devices to be seen All the technology in this base, and they were 
missing key device for saving patients. Then again, the FEC's main priority wasn't keeping people alive, it was 
extracting knowledge; death was usually an acceptable side effect. He would have to do it the old fashioned way. 
He yanked the scarf away from his face and neck and pressed his hands against the man's chest, over his 
heart. Years of medical training kicked in and he started chest compressions without missing a beat. Adrenaline 
pumped through his system as he pounded against the man's chest. He knew that he wasn't going to lose him, 
not now. Leaning down, he tilted the man's head back and brought his lips down, placing them over the dying 
man's lips. Taking a breath, he forced air into the non functioning lungs, feeling them rise up underneath him 
and then returned to chest compressions. After several minutes of artificial resuscitation, Thomas was 
drenched in sweat and completely exhausted. There was no sign of life. He slowly climbed off the gurney and 
kicked the chair out of the way, uttering several profanities. His eyes gazed up at the still hacked computer 
monitors that showed the faux display of vital signs and he shook his head in defeat. He considered sending a 
report to the Commander to tell him what happened, but ultimately he decided against it, this man was 


something special, it would warrant a face to face discussion. 


Returning to the man, he said a silent prayer to whatever gods were listening, his only consolation that he 
would no longer be a captive of the FEC, he was at rest now. Thomas reached out and placed a hand on the 
man's forehead, to brush a few stray wisps of the hair that had not been completely shaved, out of the way, 
when suddenly the monitor on his wrist lit up with a bright red blip, followed by another, and then another. 
Shocked, he grabbed the man's torn up wrist and found a pulse under all the tissue. It was weak, but it was 
still there. It wasn't over yet. "Holy shit!" Diving through the cabinets, he found an oxygen mask and attached it 
over the man's face. Turning on the valve, Thomas was relieved to see the tiny puff of breath forming on the 
inside of the plastic. He did it, he had beaten death. He exhaled, wiping beads of sweat from his forehead. So 


close. 


Collapsing back onto the chair, he took a moment to catch his own breath and then started shoving medical 
supplies in his bag. He didn't know what condition that the man was going to be in when (if) he ever recovered, 
and they had to leave as soon as possible. Suddenly, he heard voices out in the hall on the other side of the 
door walking down the corridors. He had spent far too much time in trying to figure out the visor code. He 
was supposed to be in and out before this even happened and now he was going to be trapped in the facility. 
Hurrying over to the man, he checked his vitals. They were still incredibly weak and he was unconscious, 


Thomas knew that he wouldn't have the luxury of walking out with him, he had to find an alternative, and 
quickly. 

A plan quickly formed in his head. It was a dangerous one, but he needed to get out of the facility, and fast. 
Grabbing a white lab coat that had been left hanging on the back of the door, he threw it on and sat back 


down at the computer terminal, and opened a connection to the base. 


WARNING, THIS IS AN UNSECURED CONNECTION. NO DATA ENCRYPTION WILL OCCUR. 

>connection established, welcome to THE MESSENGERS 

>HOME: What are you doing Thomas? This is an unsecured connection. You know the rules. 
>REMOTE: | need immediate EVAC at the following coordinates. X3829848 Y9093143 in one hour. 
>HOME: Request denied. We cannot risk flying that deep into the territory. 

>REMOTE: You will, because | have what you sent me here for. 

>HOME: This connection is being monitored. You are putting us both at risk with this communication. 
>REMOTE: | don't care. Be at those coordinates. One hour. 

CONNECTION TERMINATED 


Thomas jumped up from the computer and sprang into action. Grabbing a wheelchair that was parked alongside 
the wall, he brought it over to the gurney and picked up the unconscious man from the table. Thankfully, after 
months of muscle atrophy, he was remarkably light and easy to maneuver. Pulling out a sheet from the linen 
closet, he draped it around the man's body and partially over his head. It wasn't much of a disguise, but it 
would have to do. Straightening up his borrowed lab coat, he picked up his backpack and was about to head out, 
when something caught his eye in the corner. He hesitated for a moment and walked over; picking up the 
shattered glass visor that he had tossed away. Deactivated, it was dark and less ominous looking. Whatever it 
was, he knew that it should be researched Without another thought, he picked it up and shoved it into his bag, 
and returned to the task at hand. 


Taking a breath, he pushed the button to automatically open the door. It slid to the side with a loud whoosh. 
“Alright, here we go. Let's do this." Thomas stepped outside to the corridor, glancing once at his wrist device 
at the map to make sure he was going in the right direction The exit wasn't far off. He straightened up his 
back and started on his way. Trying his best to keep up appearances, he kept his head down and his eyes 
averted away from other FEC. researchers as he passed by them. Everyone seemed to have their own agenda 
and walked briskly by him. There wasn't any casual conversation in the hall, or co-workers drinking coffee on 
their way to their assigned tasks. Even their steps, their movements as they mindlessly shuffled off around 
corners seemed to be precisely timed out, saving any unnecessary time with wasted footsteps, finding the 
most direct route and sticking to it. Eyes and mind on task, nothing else. He shuddered, wondering if the FEC. 
were to win, if this is what everyone would become. The wheels of the chair squeaked painfully loud as he 
made his way down the corridors. The man in the chair slumped over, his head bowed down, completely 
unresponsive and silent. Thomas knew that he had to get him out past the barrier and to his vehicle for pick 
up as fast as possible, but hauling an unconscious body was going to be tougher than it looked. Retracing his 
steps, he made it back to the side door that he had come in from and punched in the code to release the lock. 
It slid open effortlessly, and they slipped out without notice. Outside, the dust storm still raged on, instantly 
filling his lungs with abrasive sand and he grabbed for his scarf and pulled it over his face. Looking over the 
terrain, he knew that the wheelchair was not going to be able to make it; this was the beginning of a very long 
sprint. Moving around to the front of the man, he pulled the sheet that was whipping in around him in the 
wind and tucked it tight around his prone body. 


Bending down, he slid the man off the chair and wrapped his arm around his shoulder, dragging him along 
beside him as he darted in and out around obstacles in the courtyard. A sudden noise to his left made him 


stop, dead in his tracks. Peering out from his hiding spot, Thomas cursed under his breath. It was a Carnivore 
patrol. The lights from their helmets and chest plates blinked brightly like a beacon in comparison to their inky 
black uniforms. Thomas gazed at the weapons in their hands, no doubt that the level of intensity on the guns 
would be set to maximum. One direct hit from them and it would vaporize flesh and bone, sizzling muscle and 
sinew with the most intense pain a person could ever imagine. Looking past them, about 500 yards away was 
the equally lethal invisible barrier, and his vehicle. Another quick look at his watch revealed that his time was 
slowly running out, had he made it out, he would have to drive at maximum speed to meet the rendezvous 


spot and safety. That was, if his plea for assistance was even answered. 


There were six of them, patrolling the perimeter. Thomas pulled out his computer and brought up the program 
that deactivated the barrier, sighing to himself. He'd only have a few seconds after shutting it down to make it 
out, and he had foolishly not considered having baggage with him to slow down his progress when he planned. 

Still, he was not one to give up so easily. Crouching down, he pulled off his gloves and began to type a line of 

coding into the program. It could give him a few more moments of deactivation, however, it would definitely set 
off alarms and notify the command that there was a breach. It was a risk he was willing to take. If he timed it 
right, he might be able to make it out and hop onto the vehicle before they could catch up with him. Time was 


ticking, there was no other option 


As the patrol passed nearby his hiding spot, Thomas's pulse started pounding. He could hear the gravel being 
crushed underneath their steel toed boots, see the blinking lights on their gear, and smell the oil that they 
used on their guns. It made him sick and nauseous. He reached up and put a hand over his mouth, half to keep 
from vomiting and half to keeping from making any noise. They had almost passed by when the man by his 
side started to stir underneath the sheet and whimper. Thomas looked from him up to the patrol in a moment 
of sheer panic and terror. The last Carnivore had heard the noise and alerted the squad. "Fuck!" Thomas 
clutched at his computer, hitting the deactivate button and in a sudden burst of adrenaline, scooped up the 
man and tossed him over his shoulder, breaking away from his hiding spot and raced towards the perimeter, 
tossing the computer aside. It was a calculated decision His eyes fixed on the row of boulders on the horizon 
where his vehicle was parked, he ran at full speed, the breath in his lungs burning harshly with each few 
steps that he ran, dimly aware of the Carnivores a few feet away from him. He could hear them shouting 
orders, and the sound of the radio as they called in and reported his intrusion, then the loud blast of the laser 
rifle as they took aim and started to fire at him. Counting off the seconds until the barrier would go back up, 


Thomas pumped his legs, as fast as he could bearing the unconscious man along with him. 


Spotting the large boulder directly in front of him where he vehicle was safely concealed behind, Thomas felt a 
wave of relief rush over him, then he heard the low hum of the barrier start to power back on. He had only 
a few seconds to make it. Pulling the man off his shoulder, he ran forward, tossing him forward and past the 
barrier, onto the ground just as the electrifying bolt from one of the Carnivore's guns pierced his side, 
burning into his flesh. Thomas let out a loud scream of pain, clutching at his side and stumbled forward just as 
barrier went back up and the Carnivores started for the control panel on the barrier, seeing their opportunity 
to deactivate it and apprehend their wounded victim. He was back up and on his feet in seconds, pulling and 
dragging the man behind the rock to the vehicle. Trying his best to ignore the blinding pain in his side, and the 
trickling blood, Thomas yanked off his backpack and pulled out a length of cord from inside. He straddled the 
vehicle then pulled the man up behind him, tightly wrapping the cord around both of their waists. The man 


hung limply against his back as he started the engine and sped off just as the Carnivores came through the 
barrier, blindly shooting at him through the dust storm. 


Thomas drove for what seemed like an eternity, his fingers gripping the handle bars with white knuckles, his 
foot pressed down on the gas pedal so hard that he could feel a cramp start to form in his calf. The dust and 
dirt kicked up under the wheels saturated his clothing and settled on his goggles, flying out around them, 
leaving behind a very distinct, easy to follow trail. He knew that the Carnivores were behind him, but he wasn't 
sure how far. The weight of the man's body bearing down on his back and the pain of the wound on his side 
was starting to take its toll. Underneath all the layers of clothing, he was sweating profusely, and becoming 
severely dehydrated. Occasionally he would hit a rock and the man's weight behind him would pitch and shift, 
and he would have to slow down to reposition. He had to resist the urge to stop and check his pulse, he didn't 
want to know whether or not the man was even still alive; he was clutching to the idea that there was stil 


some hope, and the man would hang on, just a little longer. 


Glancing at the device on his wrist, he let out a sigh of relief seeing the rendezvous position was only a mile 
away. He knew that he had gone against orders and asked for EVAC, he knew that this mission specifically 
forbid him for calling for assistance, but he couldn't go back now, everything hinged on this. Someone back 
home had to have his back.. they just had to. Distracted for a moment, Thomas looked up from the map and 
was met with a black, shadowy figure standing a few feet away from him. His reaction was fast, but not quick 
enough to avoid hitting it. At the last possible second, he turned the wheel sharply to the side and saw that 
the figure was human, a man dressed from head to toe in dark robes; it seemed to be beckoning him. Just as 
the vehicle slammed into it, it vanished in a wisp of black smoke. The wheels locked up and it pitched to the 
side, tipping Thomas and the man off and into the sand. 


Both of their bodies hit at the same time, Thomas tried to brace for impact, but it was of no use. The vehicle 
was heavy and cumbersome and threw them harshly to a rocky area where his head met a large rock, 
causing a gash to form at his temple. He struggled to pull his legs free and stopped for a moment, hearing the 
sound of the engines of the Carnivores vehicles coming closer by the second. On the horizon, he could see 
them coming; they spotted his wreck and was heading right for him. Panic began to set in, and he scrambled, 
finally getting free and grabbing for his pack. Ripping it open, he pulled out a small gun, he wasn't going to be 
taken back to them. He struggled so hard to break free and find freedom for himself and others like him, that 
even the thought of being taken by them was not even a viable option A fluttering sound at his feet caught 
his attention. He looked down and saw the unconscious man, sprawled out there, looking pale and disheveled with 
the edges of the sheet whipping furiously in the wind. A pang of sympathy overcame him, Thomas felt so bad 
for this unfortunate soul, whoever he was, he did not deserve treatment like this. The Carnivores would see 
him in this condition and immediately execute him, cutting their losses and not worry about recovering any 
potentially damaging information Thomas pulled the scarf away from his face and pointed the gun at the man's 
head. "I'm sorry.” 

Then he heard it, in the distance, not only the Carnivores, but also the welcoming sound of the rescue craft 
coming to get him. Thomas lowered the gun and lifted the man to his feet, wincing and trying to ignore the 
blinding pain in his side, and throwing his arm around his shoulders and pulling him away from the crash. The 
wind was whipping madly around them, obscuring his vision, but he walked toward the direction of the airship. 


They had to be tracking him with the wrist device. The Carnivores were not far behind, and he had to make it 


to the Evac ship before they did Summoning every bit of strength that he could, he dragged the man onward, 
nothing more than a lifeless corpse with him. His head was bowed down, his body limp and unresponsive, his 
toes dragging in the sand behind him. Thomas wondered if he was even still alive, but he had no time to check 
and see. Blood was spilling down in front of his face from the head wound, stinging him and making him stagger. 
The Carnivores were just a few feet behind them when the ship landed, and the rebels came spilling out, 
armed and ready for combat. They ran past Thomas and engaged their enemy while the medics ran up to him 
and took the unconscious man from his arms. Thomas could hear the noise of gunfire behind him, but he didn't 
care, he limped his way to the craft and threw himself down onto the metal floor, just as the combatants 


returned from their small victory and it lifted into the sky. 


Finally out of the sandstorm and danger, Thomas leaned his head back and closed his eyes for a moment. He 
was safe now. The medics started tending to the man he had rescued while he watched with a dull interest. 
One of them came over to tend to his wounds, but Thomas sent him away, his injuries were not important. He 
had recovered the most important thing from the FEC. facility, and now it was going to be safe. A grin came 
across his lips as he looked down at the backpack at his feet. 


After a hour's flight, the ship landed safely back at base. The moment the doors opened, the medical team 
rushed the man out, and into the base before Thomas was even on his feet. Slowly, he rose, picked up his 
backpack and headed inside. As he approached the gate, he came face to face with the Commander, who was 
scowling viciously at him. "Belll" Thomas cringed at the tone in his voice. He almost considered hopping back on 
the ship and telling them to return him back out into the territory, rather than face ‘his' wrath. The 
commander came to stand toe to toe with him, but Thomas stood firm, even though it took every bit of 
courage. "How dare you compromise the safety of this base by communication through an unsecured 
terminal?" He shouted. "Not only have you put our location at risk, but then you demanded Evac at a 
dangerous position” Thomas tried to keep his gaze on the Commander, to stand firm in the decisions that he 
made, but he broke and averted his eyes. The men around them were listening intently, and a few of them 


shot Thomas a sympathetic look, but kept moving on, not daring to disturb the confrontation 
‘lam sorry Sir, but | did what had to be done." He said in a low tone. 


The commander shot him an angry look and pointed towards the base. "Get your ass into my office. Right 
fucking now!" 


Thomas quickly moved past his commanding officer, ignoring the snickers and murmurs by the other men 
around him, pushing past them all and hurrying inside. Upon reaching the Commander's office, he took a 
moment to catch his breath. His side and his head hurt, and all he wanted to do was take a shower, get some 
food, and sleep. He was almost to the breaking point. For a moment he considered sinking down into the plush 
couch that sat against the wall and closing his eyes, but he knew better of it. Instead, he tried his best to 


smooth down the blood and dust covered tan jacket that he was wearing and start pacing the room. 


Within a few moments, the door opened and the Commander stepped inside. He was wearing a black flight jacket 
with the collar upturned, emblazoned with the rebel logo patches, a pair of tight fitting pants and the standard 
issue black combat boots that created an intimidating noise as he walked the halls of the base. He kept his dark 


colored hair short, which would show off his bright gray-green eyes. As he entered the room, he quietly shut 
the door behind him and leaned against it, crossing his arms over his chest. Thomas knew he was in trouble 
and instantly tensed up and met his gaze. "Commander Burnley. | can explain my actions." He stammered, trying 


not to sound so nervous. 
Benjamin nodded, "Go on. I'm listening." 


Thomas hated the feeling that he experienced whenever he was near the Commander. He felt intimidated, 
awkward, and uncomfortable in his own skin. There was no one else in the base that made him feel this way. A 
thousand excuses filled his mind as to how to explain the events to Benjamin, he had practiced them over and 
over inside his head on the flight home, because he knew he was going to be called out and questioned. Even 
though he had accomplished his mission, he had broken a direct order and would have to answer for it. Now, 
standing before his superior, every explanation just sounded like a feeble excuse and he couldn't bring himself 
to say them. It took him a few moments to find his voice. "I got myself into a very tight situation, | had to 
hurry and send the message to you in haste because | had run out of time, and | knew how important this 
mission was to you." He glanced up, trying to read the Commander's expression, his eyes pleading, but it was 
unchanging and stoic as ever. "| had to find a way to extract both of us from the facility in the most 
convenient way possible. The patient went into cardiac arrest, | brought him back, but | knew that time was of 
the essence, if | hesitated and took the time to travel back, | risked losing him, or possibly being caught by the 
Carnivores" Thomas hesitated and clutched at the wound in his side, which was starting to irritate him, and 
the Commander walked across the room, eyeing the injury. "I accepted this mission, knowing all the risks 
involved." He stopped and swallowed hard, wishing that he could have a drink, his throat was parched and hot. 
"You were depending on me, and there was no way | was going to let you down, Sir. | do not regret any actions 


that | have taken. And | will take full responsibility for what may happen" 


Benjamin reached out and touched the front of Thomas's shirt, running his fingers along the dried blood, 
keeping his voice low and then looked at the gash on his head. Thomas felt like he was being scrutinized under a 


microscope. "They didn’t tell me you were injured” 


Thomas shrugged and took in a breath, looking up at him with tired eyes. There was something about those 
eyes that said so much. "It's no big deal. A bolt just grazed off my ribs. I've dealt with worse." He was 
suddenly aware of how very exhausted he was, knees trembled with weakness and exhaustion, threatening to 


give out on him at any moment. 


Without another word, Benjamin reached out and drew him into a sudden embrace, wrapping his arms around 
him and pulling him close to his body. Thomas immediately melted into that embrace, closing his eyes and 
burying his face in against Benjamin's neck. It had been so long since they had been together like this, and it 
felt wonderful. The strength of his arms was completely overwhelming and comforting, the warmth of his 
body; soothing and consoling, the feeling of his breath on the back of his neck was intoxicating. Thomas wanted 
to stay here, in this moment forever. So often he had dreams of a perfect world where there was no fighting, 
no struggle, and no destruction. He had never known a time without fighting, being born and raised in a time 
where the FEC. was in complete control over everything. Only by a random chance did Thomas have an 
opportunity to break free from that life, and send a message to the past, warning them about the imminent 


demise. He managed to free others from slavery and escape from the FEC, but he was no leader. They 
started looking up to him, expecting Thomas to find a way to end suffering for everyone, not just a small 
group. He knew that he couldn't do it. He hadn't the strength or courage. After all, he was just a computer and 
communication expert, what did he know of military operations and rebellion His prayers were answered when 
Benjamin showed up. No one knew where he came from, or even dared to ask. He had such a commanding 
presence that within a few weeks, he was able to organize the rebels into a tight knit organization and start 
making strikes against the FEC. At his side, was Thomas. They worked well together, Thomas with the 
intelligence and knowledge of computers and technology, and Benjamin with a natural leadership quality and 
enough courage to never back down from anything. They built the base from the ground up, together, working 
closely with one another and conquering any challenge that came there way. Thomas greatly respected 
Benjamin, and admired him like no other. Some nights, when everything quieted down, and most of the base was 
asleep, they would go walking together, outside under the stars. There was a private spot that they would 
favorite, far away from prying eyes and sit together for hours on end, talking about their hopes and dreams. 
Thomas would tell Ben about how life was like under the control of the FEC, and the brainwashing and torture 
that they would put humans through in the name of ‘science’. Ben would always listen intently, asking questions 
at all the right moments, until Thomas's throat would go dry and he would try to change the subject, inquiring 
about Ben's past and was always quickly cast aside. Benjamin kept his personal information very private. There 
were nights, when Thomas could tell that Ben was sad, depressed and dismal. His entire body language changed. 
He would shut down completely, choosing to alienate himself from everyone and everything around him, rather 
than deal with it. He knew that something bad happened to him, but without him talking about it, there was no 
way of knowing, but when Ben looked up to the stars at night, he could see that there was something in his 
eyes that reflected a loss from the past, one that left a very painful scar which just wouldn't heal properly. 
All the men knew of the devotion that Thomas had for Benjamin, but none of them knew how deeply it went. It 
was a very well-kept secret that the men shared more than a casual friendship to one another. It was during 


a torrential downpour one day that it was forced into the light. 


The Commander's door was partially opened when Thomas walked by it on his way to another part of the base, 
when curiosity caused him to stop and peer in through the crack. He could see Benjamin standing at the 
window, gazing out to the gray skies with a sorrowful look upon his face. His first reaction was to go inside and 
find out what was on Benjamin's mind that was weighing so heavily, engaging in some light conversation, but 
after thinking on it for several moments, Thomas decided that it would be best to leave him to his own 
thoughts, as the dark ones that Ben often indulged in would only leave him feeling helpless and frustrated. 
Shuffling the papers he was carrying in his arms, Thomas started to walk away when Ben called to him, and he 
stopped dead in his tracks. “Bell, would you come in here for a moment?" There was a very slight waver in his 


voice, which Thomas picked up on straight away. 
Pushing the door open, he stepped inside and looked around. "Sir?" he asked. 


"Close the door behind you please." Benjamin didn't turn away from the window. Thomas closed the door and 
stepped inside; noticing that is was incredibly dark in the room, the only light coming from the natural 
illumination outside. Occasionally, a bright flash of lightning would flash across the sky, casting an eerie 
brilliance over the torrid landscape outside. Slowly, Thomas approached the desk, with a curious look on his 


face. He noted how magnificent Ben's silhouette looked against the gray landscape beyond, strong and muscular; 


he always commanded attention and respect, even when he wasn't trying to be imposing. "Have you ever seen 
the ocean? There's something about the it.." Ben started. "Something that can't quite be explained It is 
constant, it is always changing, a strange thing, really.. a paradox. Life is like that too, you know. When you 
think that you've got everything under control, you're sailing through calm waters, something happens and 
changes everything, throwing your life upside down and sinking you to the bottom. On the way down, you're 
grasping at anything you can, trying your best to hold your breath, kick your feet, and do whatever you can 
to make it back to the surface. Eventually though, the strength runs out, death is inevitable, the pressure 
builds in your lungs and you find yourself gasping for air, your lungs start to fill with water and in the end, it 
crushes you. The very thing that gives life can also take it away." 

Thomas regarded him with a bit of curiosity. It was very unlike the Commander to go off like this. He 
wondered what had sparked it. It had to be the weather. Rainstorms and gray skies were a rarity these days, 
which caused everyone to become a bit withdrawn and emotional, he just assumed that it was just one of his 


dark days. "| wouldn't know, Sir. I've never seen an ocean" 


Benjamin turned around and slowly walked over to Thomas. Every step seemed agonizingly slow and drawn out. 
As he approached him, closing in the distance, there was suddenly loud clap of thunder, making Thomas jump. 
"It is magnificent. The best part is that you can wade out as far as you dare, going against all the warnings, 
and ignoring your better judgment, always moving forward, trying to see what's out there just a litte bit 
further. That's when it comes for you, the wave that will knock you down and send you flying off your feet, if 
you're not careful. It wraps you up in its warmth and whispers to you that it's ok to let go, let it carry you 
away, all you have to do is trust that its not going to drag you down It's a vicious thing though, because not 
only can it carry you back home, to someplace safe where you belong, but it can also pull you further out to 
sea, where it will eventually abandon you, and leave you there, alone, calling for help.. but no one will hear your 


shouts or screams." 


"It sounds dangerous. Why go out in it anyway?" Thomas asked plainly. He was trying his best to read between 
the lines of what Benjamin was saying, but failing to grasp it. Ben seemed so distant and far away emotionally, 
he was clearly hurting for some reason. He had his dark days, as everyone else had, but there was something 
unusual about this day. Was he missing someone? He never spoke about anyone close to him before, but that 


is where it seemed to be leading. All Thomas wanted to do was offer him some sort of comfort and peace. 


Ben's gray-green eyes fell upon Thomas, and for the first time in months, he could see Ben's shattered soul 
there, just beneath the surface, hurting, tormented, broken, and in dire need of healing. It looked like a wounded, 
cornered animal, ready to bolt at the first moment. "Because Thomas, if you don't take a chance and walk to 
the end of the world, look into the unknown, risk everything, how can you be amazed to discover, instead, the 


places you had seen only in your dreams." 


Thomas wanted to reach out and touch Benjamin, to comfort him, he could see him trembling; and seeing him 
humbled in a moment of weakness was certainly out of character for the charismatic character who had 
come out of nowhere and taken control of everything. Instead, he stood firm and clutched at the report papers 
still in his hands. The memories that were surfacing must have been painful, and he wasn't quite sure what his 


next words should be. "Did you find your dreams, Sir?" 


"I thought | did" Ben brought a hand over his chest, resting his fingers over the center of it. "But you see, a 
have a hole here, in my heart, and it consumes everything. Someone | was very close to put it there, and since 
then, nothing has ever been able to fill it" He looked away for a moment, his breath light and shallow. "So you 
ask me if | found my dreams.. the answer is yes, | did find them, but | let the darkness consume them, and 
for that, | know | will suffer. Its my punishment.” Ben reached out and put a hand on Thomas's shoulder, giving 
him a gentle squeeze. "If you find something worth fighting for Thomas, hold onto it for as long as you can and 
never let it go..because sometimes, the love that you have for that person might be the only thing keeping 
them from madness." He turned away and walked back to the windows, watching as the water drenched the 


barren landscape, creating deep, murky pools around the base, without another word. 


Thomas casually rounded the desk that was between them and made his way over to him. "Sir." Benjamin's 
gaze remained fixed, lost deep in his own thoughts; he didn't bother to even notice Thomas standing near him. 
Thomas started again. "Ben." Benjamin turned and looked at him with surprise. In the months that they had 
known each other, spending countless hours together; Thomas had never addressed him in a casual manner 
such as this. "I've never been close to anyone, because | haven't allowed myself the pleasure of reaching out 
and connecting to anyone else, for fearing that they might get hurt. | guess that I've devoted my entire life to 
fighting against the FEC, and | am not sure | would know what it's like to fall in love with someone. Sharing the 
deepest secrets, the inner thoughts, the dreams and desires with another person is a frightening thought. It 
terrifies me, actually, to trust enough in someone with everything you hold dear. Hopes and dreams, fears and 
phobias, all laid out in a raw buffet of nerves." Looking at his superior officer, he saw a change appear in 


Benjamin's face, becoming soft, gentle, and almost sympathetic. "Sir? 


Reaching forward, Benjamin took hold of Thomas's face in both hands, and without hesitating, placed a deep, 
passionate kiss to his lips. A loud crack of thunder boomed outside, followed by a brilliant flash of lightning, 
illuminating the shocked and surprised look on Thomas's face. The papers he was holding immediately fell to the 
floor and spilled out around them like leaves on the wind. Standing still, his heart beating furiously, Thomas 
knew that he should protest, move away and leave the room as quickly as possible, but something held him 
there. A rush of excitement ran down his spine, as the adrenaline coursed through his veins at the same time, 
putting him into a confused, dumbfounded state. His body was reacting in ways that he had never before 
experienced, leaving him helpless and trapped there under the spell of a simple kiss, laced with a multitude of 
emotions that were all new territory for him. His hands were slightly shaking, and he moved slowly to stop 
them from trembling, by raising them up and placing them on Benjamin's hips, instinctively bringing his body 
even closer. All the long months of spending time alone with his Commander, his friend, was building up to this 
moment. There was an unseen affection between them that now was brought into the light with this simple 
kiss, forcing Thomas to deal with emotions he had fought so long to suppress. The touch of those lips, pressed 
against his mouth, felt like he was drawing out the air from his lungs, making him weak and jittery, making him 
feel light headed, like a addict after getting a hit of his favorite drug of choice. Gasping for breath, Thomas 
slid his hands up and pushed against the rock hard cavity of Benjamin's chest, giving him a quick shove and 
stepping away, moving quickly towards the door. 


Benjamin didn't say a word. Thomas made it to the exit, putting his hand on the knob, turning it a little to open 
the door just a crack. He stopped, leaving the door open and kept his back turned away, speaking quietly, and 
the taste of Ber's lips still lingered on his own. "Was it love that you lost?" he asked. Ben remained silent. The 


only response was the faint dripping of water off the roof outside. Ben's silence unnerved him. Thomas sighed 
and pushed the door shut, leaning his forehead up against it, closing his eyes for a moment. He was being torn 
apart emotionally. Staying there and confronting these emotions was not an option; running away without a 
resolution was not an option. Standing there in the room alone with Ben now felt awkward, uncomfortable, and in 
silence only made it worse. The rain pounded against the walls with an unrelenting force that seemed to get 
stronger as the light faded from the sky and night took over. The room felt unusually large, almost as if a 
gaping rift had opened up between them. Something made him turn around, even though he knew it was best 
not to. He witnessed a crestfallen expression on Ben's face, one of sheer sorrow and miseries that was gut 
wrenching. He knew the answer to his question; he could see it in his eyes, Ben didn't have to say a word. He 
lost someone. He knew this now. Those beautiful gray green eyes looked back at him with such a sad, 


disappointed expression that nearly broke his heart. 
"Stay with me, Thomas." Ben whispered, his eyes almost pleading. 


Thomas's shaking fingers pushed the button that locked the door. He felt the metal fully latch underneath the 
weight of his fingertips and walked across the room to his superior officer, and directly into his arms. "I will 


Ben.. | will" 


The days turned into weeks, and weeks into months and the two men became inseparable. A moment of 
weakness, exposed and displayed had made Benjamin stronger, more confident and respected. They had kept 
their love for one another secret, not for fear of shame, but out of necessity. Should either of the men be 
captured, and the discovery of their relationship made known, it would be a dangerous bargaining block for the 
enemy to use against them. Therefore, they chose to meet in secret, and not allow anyone knowledge of their 
intimate lives. Thomas had never had such love and adoration as he did for Benjamin. His entire world revolved 
around pleasing Ben and making him happy. Benjamin also needed Thomas, more so than even he let on. Sure, he 
had his own strengths and courage, but when a man has nothing to live for, he's willing to sacrifice anything, 


however, if he has something to protect, then that makes him even more cunning and crafty. 


Months passed, and one random day Thomas passed by Benjamin's office to hear him shouting furiously at one 
of his communications officers. Cautiously, Thomas entered the room and Ben gave him a scowling look of 
annoyance. An encrypted signal had been received and decoded, the point of which was the subject of much 
debate. Sending the officer out of the room with an abrupt dismissal, Ben explained to Thomas that the 
message told of a person being held captive at one of the many FEC. Facilities who was of great importance 
and needed to be rescued, however, the location of which could not be determined, and it would possibly take 
months to decode the signal and find out the information. When Thomas inquired about whom the person was, 
Ben immediately shut down and refused to discuss it, offering him up the flash drive with the coded 
information on and ordering Thomas to decode it with haste. He started to protest, but his Commander gave 
him a stern look and Thomas quietly crept away to begin the work that would almost totally consume him for 


the next several months. 


Now here he stood with his mission complete in front of Benjamin, tired and worn out, but feeling pride for 


accomplishing something that was incredibly important. 


‘lam sorry for putting you in danger, Thomas.” Benjamin whispered, tears welling up in his eyes, and suddenly 
pulling Thomas into his arms without warring; a rough yank that nearly toppled him off his feet. He flinched as 
a moment, the wound in his side making it's presence painfully known. A confusing thought ran through 
Thomas's head as he wrapped his arms tightly around his Commander's firm body. Benjamin wasn't an 
emotional person; he had sent Thomas out on missions before, all of which were just as dangerous, why now 
was he showing feelings like this? Was it guilt that he was feeling for placing him in such danger, and why 
would it warrant such an unusual reaction? Casting his doubts aside for the moment, he relaxed in Benjamin's 


arms and buried his face against him. Everything was going to be ok. 


Thomas cleared his throat, still wishing for a glass of water, "It's alright Ben You know that I'd do it again if 
you asked, this was an important mission, and | knew you couldn't trust anyone else to it. | am pleased that | 
could accomplish it, even if | did mess up. " Thomas mumbled. “Because there's no one else I'd rather put my 


life on the line for but you." 

Benjamin was about to say something, but was interrupted by a knock on the door, loud and startling. Thomas 
jumped, but Benjamin held him still, not releasing him from his arms, but instead clutched him tighter. An odd 
feeling descended over him. "Sir?" A voice called from outside. 


"What is it?" Ben snapped back in annoyance. 


Thomas could feel Benjamin's heart start to pound against his chest, it was an odd feeling. "Dustin Bates is 


conscious.” 


The Great Divide - Chapter 2 - Telescope 
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Chapter 2 of "The Great Divide" 


Moments of silence passed. Neither of the men moved. Thomas felt Ben's hands slightly trembling behind him, 
sensed a slight waver to his body, and slipped out of his arms, stepping away. He began to straighten out his 
shirt, noticing that it was caked with dried blood. A sudden pain in his side reminded him that he needed to 
seek medical treatment, before infection set in. He had other worries though, looking to Ben, he could see that 
he had a pallid expression on his face, and his eyes were distant and withdrawn. Reaching out, he placed a hand 


on his arm, startling him back into reality. "Ben?" 


Looking down at Thomas's hand like it was some sort of foreign object, Ben immediately pulled away and cleared 
his throat, briskly walking past him and headed for the door without another word, leaving Thomas alone in the 
office with a puzzled look upon his face. A rift seemed to be forming between them. Feeling a little offended 
that Ben simply walked out, Thomas sighed and ran a hand through the dark, thick curls of his hair. A sinking 
feeling started to overcome his thoughts, and he had to clear his mind and force it away. He watched as Ben 
left the room and headed down to the corridor in a rush, and then went over to where he had tossed his 
backpack on the floor. Bending down to pick it up, he winced and shoved his hand into the wound at his side to 
apply pressure. He would have to wait to get it looked at, Ben would be down in the infirmary with the patient, 
and he had a feeling that it was not his place to be there, after all, who was Thomas to Ben but just his 
communication and computer expert? There was no plausible reason for him to be riding on the Commander's 
footsteps when checking on a recovered prisoner. Protocol had to be followed. Wrapping his fingers around the 
cloth strap of the backpack, Thomas's hand clutched at the material tightly, pulling at its fibers. Is that all 
that this man.. Dustin, was? Merely a prisoner with some sort of important military intelligence locked up in 


his head that Ben so desperately needed to recover, or could it be something more? 


He let out a huff of discontent and resigned himself to worrying about it later. He had more important things 
on his mind. The first of which was the stolen device that he had stashed away in his bag. It was an 
interesting piece of technology, one that he could not wait to get to work on dissecting, and then repairing, in 
hopes that he could find a more productive use for it. It would have to be done in secrecy, of course. If the 
Commander got wind that he had brought alien technology into the base, Thomas would be severely 
reprimanded, even though he was in close with Ben, he knew that Ben would be forced to make an example out 
of him, and that thought alone frightened him. Keeping it secret wouldn't be a difficult thing right now, anyway, 
since Benjamin was distracted with the new arrival. Which should give him more than enough time for a full 
analysis. Slinging the backpack over his shoulder, Thomas headed out of the room and caught sight of 
something out of the corner of his eyes, through the large bay windows behind the desk. He walked over, 
pushing the chair out of his way and looked out the windows to the desolate, sandy landscape outside. At first 
glance, he could see nothing there but the blowing dust and debris, but then just off to the edge of the 
perimeter, he saw it. Wisp's of darkness surrounding a tall, stationary figure, positioned on a small hill top. It 
did not move, not even an inch, only the rags that it had covering it's body were flowing, animated with the air 
currents of the wind around it. Thomas realized what it was and let out a curse. It was the same exact thing 
that he had seen standing in the road which led him to flip the vehicle on his escape from the Carnivores. 
Spinning around as fast as his injured body would allow, he made his way quickly out of the office and sprinted 
down the corridors, pushing past startled people as he made his way to the nearest exit. Fumbling with his key 
card, he swiped it hastily and pushed the heavy metal bar open that released the door. Within seconds, he was 
outside, facing the burning hot stifling heat and being assaulted by incredibly dry air. Slipping his goggles down 
over his face, he surveyed the terrain, looking desperately for the figure he had seen moments earlier. 
Nothing. Nothing but barren, desolate landscape that stretched on for miles and miles. Other than the sound of 
the wind blowing across the plains, and the rhythmic hum of the base generators, there were no other sounds. 
Maybe he had hit his head harder than he had thought, maybe he was going crazy, either one was plausible 
explanation. He sighed in disappointment, and returned to the base; he was exhausted beyond belief, dirty and 


wounded, in dire need of a shower, and maybe some food.. but what he wanted the most he couldn't have. 


Benjamin headed straight for the infirmary, moving as fast as he could without actually running down the hall 
Upon reaching the medical wing, he pushed open the door to the observation room and stepped inside to the 
electronic hum of a multitude of monitors and various other devices. The medics immediately stood at 
attention as he walked in, gathering up their charts and reports, ready to brief their Commander on the 
status of the patient. Benjamin looked up at all the numbers, the flashing lines, and waves of information with a 
disjointed, overwhelmed expression on his face. These numbers and details that flashed so quickly and brightly 
on the monitors were the story of someone's life; a someone that he cared very much for. One of the medics 
approached him and started talking, as Ben walked over to the monitoring window and looked to the room 
beyond where Dustin lay, totally cocooned in a network of cords and cables, each keeping him alive. His body 
was disheveled, the skin pulled tight over bones, draped over his frame like a thin paper, colored with horrid 
blue and purple blotches of bruises. There were deep lacerations on his wrists and ankles, oozing and festering 
with infection that the nurses were attempting to clean out. Benjamin noticed that Dustin was unconscious. As 
the medic continued to ramble on about technical things, Benjamin interrupted him, bringing a hand up to his 


own head and shaking it, trying to make sense if it all. "Stop." 


The medic pushed his glasses back up onto his nose and clutched at the chart he was holding, and stared, 


slightly confused. "Sir?" 


"| was informed that he was awake." Ben's voice was inflicted with annoyance and impatience. "I gave specific 
orders that | was to be called when he was conscious.” He waved his hand at the room beyond, with a irritated 


tone in his voice. "This is hardly awake." 


Swallowing hard, the medic took a step backwards, clearly intimated by his Commanding officer. "Sir, he was 
awake for a moment, when he was first brought into the room, however, he was having some sort of fit, 
screaming and throwing himself around, mumbling something about a ‘Monster’. Even his weakened condition, he 
fought us, and we had to sedate him so that we could begin to give him proper medical care." The medic 
buried his face in the chart and avoided Benjamin's accusing stare. "There was a problem though and due to 
his emancipated state, there may have been a miscalculation of the drug that we used and unfortunately this 
resulted in a coma" He stopped for a moment and cleared his throat, obviously very apprehensive to inform 
him of the next bit of information. "The coma, sadly caused his body to go into shock, and we had to put him 
on full life support as a precaution" The medic hesitated again and followed Ben's gaze to the patient laying on 
the table. "At this time Sir, we aren't sure that he will wake up again, and if he does, there may be too much 


damage to his body to make a recovery from.’ 


Grabbing the clipboard out of the medic's hand, Ben threw it across the room, sending other medical staff 
jumping to avoid getting hit with it. He jammed a finger into the medic's chest and loomed down at him. "I don't 
care what you have to do, you fix him! Is that understood?" 


"Yesss... sir.We are trying our best" A hush fell over the room now, as every other member of the medical 
staff had stopped what they were doing and were blatantly eavesdropping on the conversation. The medic 
cleared his throat, trying to regain his composure, shifting from foot to foot, obviously debating whether or 
not to pursue his next thought. "There might be a slight chance that he won't ever fully recover; if that's the 


case, you can be certain that we will ---" 


Ben glared at him, and he returned to his computer terminal. Benjamin sighed and looked around the room at 
the nurses, who immediately looked away, fearful of his wrath. Knowing that berating and harassing the medics 
would get him nowhere, Ben left the observation room and went into the hallway, leaning his back and head 
against the cold stone tile and closed his eyes. Had he come this far, fought so hard to save Dustin, and now 
was in danger of losing him again Overcome with emotion, he ran his hands over his face, trying his best to 
pull back the tears that threatened to stream down his cheeks. Now was not the time or place to show 
weakness. He wanted nothing more than to go into the room and hold onto Dustin's hand and tell him that 
everything was going to be ok. The truth was sadly, that he couldn't bring himself to do it, because he didn't 
know that things were going to be alright. He had sacrificed so much to find Dustin and bring him to where he 
was, but in the end, it all went wrong he had lost him. It weighted heavily on Ben's conscience that he was 
responsible for what had happened to him. Everything in the past, everything in the future, it was all his doing; 
he had set things in motion that spiraled out of control and it was all slipping though his fingers. He wondered 
what sort of torture the FEC. had put him through, how they must have broken his body and spirit, to leave 
this shattered shell of a man to rot on a gurney until he expired. Benjamin also felt intense guilt for being here 
with Thomas and the rebels. Deep inside, he didn't care for the rebellion and the planet. He was using them to 


find Dustin, a means to an end. He'd do whatever it took to nurse Dustin back to health, and since he couldn't 
do it on his own, he'd have to depend on others, and then take him out of here, away from this awful place 
and awful time. Start again with a new existence in a world where they could live in peace. Together, forever, 


just as he promised. And Thomas.. what about Thomas? 


Reaching his quarters, Thomas threw his bag down onto the bed and slowly wandered into the bathroom. He 
reached out and flipped on the overhead light, immediately regretting it. The harsh, fluorescent light seared 
into his eyes and brain and he blinked against it, in an effort to try to make it go away. After they adjusted, 
he looked at himself in the mirror, and let out a audible gasp. The soft, dark curls of his hair were now all 
tangled and matted together with bits of dried blood from his head wound, which stung painfully as he pulled 
stray pieces of hair out of the laceration. Turning on the cold water, he cupped his hands together under it, 
and splashed it over his face. It felt cool and comforting, instantly easing is wind and sun burned skin. Leaning 
down to the faucet, he stuck his head under the fixture and took long, gulping mouthfuls of the water in, 
quenching his thirst within seconds. As he stood back up, he started to peel off the layers of clothing, which 
were now almost fixed to him like a second skin Taking his time, Thomas grimaced as he pulled the crusted 
undershirt off his body, part of it sticking to the wound in his side and refusing to let go. Cursing to himself, 
he pulled out a towel and damped it in warm water and placed it over the area. Looking into the mirror again, 
he saw the dark circles that ringed his sunken in eyes, which stood out remarkably against the rest of his sun 
kissed flesh. Within a few moments, the towel had saturated the shirt and it was easier to pull off. Underneath 
the cloth was the other souvenir that he had brought back with him from the mission, a large, gaping stretch 
of flesh approximately 8 inches long, running from his back and up around his hip bone, scorched and seared in 
a ugly red mess. The Carnivores high powered rifles were capable of doing immense damage with their bolts, 
instantly destroying tissue and muscle itself so that their prey couldn't run very fast to escape; they were 
high efficient hunters that were heartless and cruel. Thomas considered himself lucky that he had only been 
grazed by one of the shots, a few more inches inward and his innards would have been sprawled out all over 


the ground. 


Struggling to get out of the rest of his clothes, he kicked them aside and turned on the shower. The bathroom 
immediately filled up with a humid mist that felt comforting on his naked, beaten and battered body. He 
stepped into the shower and let the water cascade over him, his mind drifting off for a moment to the 
strange device that he carried in his bag. It fascinated him to no end. A medical device that could put the 
patient in a state of stasis and also act like a security device was an insane idea If it had the capabilities of 
creating and sustaining a dream like state that the patient could be put into, it would make complicated 
surgeries possible with any type of dangerous anesthesia. Being able to turn the brain off and then on again, 
like a switch could possibly make surgeries to the brain possible without damaging complications from the 
patient being awake. His mind reeled with all the possibilities. All he had to do was crack the coding in it and re- 
program it. It was a exciting, thrilling thought, to be able to work on something that could have the potential of 
such a world of good. The only downfall was that he had to keep his research secret and private, Benjamin 
would highly disapprove of any alien devices brought into the base, for fearing that they might be traced. It 
bothered Thomas that Ben did not completely trust in his abilities, but he kept silent and never said anything 
to the contrary. He knew that he had to choose his battles with Ben carefully, he cared for him too much to 


push limits. 


Stretching his arms out against the wall, Thomas lowered his head and let the water wash over him, his 
thoughts now going to Ben and the mysterious patient that he had brought in Ben's reaction to the news that 
he was awake was unusual and disheartening. When he walked past him to get to the door, nearly knocking him 
aside, Thomas almost felt invisible or nothing more than an obstacle in Ben's way. He knew that he should have 
followed him to the infirmary, it would have been the right thing to do but something held him back and told 
him not to go. The dark thoughts inside of his head whispered all sorts of depressing things, making him doubt 
everything that he knew, but Thomas cast them all aside, knowing that he was just tired, exhausted and worn 
out, all they were, were merely doubts, nothing more. They had no power over him, unless he gave it to them. 
The only thing that he couldn't figure out was a logical reason to what the strange human shape he had seen 
twice now. Visualizing it in his head brought an uneasy, uncomfortable feeling. There wasn't any reason for it 


to be there; it seemed to exist out of emptiness and void. 


The water suddenly turned colder and cursing, Thomas jumped out of the shower and grabbed for a towel. 
Drying off, he examined the wound in his side, it was warm and pink, swollen slightly and painful, but he could 
deal with it. Making a mental note to see a medic later, he pulled out his medical kit that he had tucked away 
for emergencies. Unlatching the lid, he looked over the large amount of medical supplies with a fleeting sense 
of longing. So long ago, his passion, his desire was to become a doctor. He always felt the need to help others, 
especially those who could not help themselves. Thomas had so much compassion and caring in his life that he 
wanted to share it, and possibly save a life or two in the process, however, it was not meant to be. Fate has a 
funny way of changing people's lives and he found himself swept away by the FEC. in the devastation that 
they had caused, and was forced into leaving his dreams behind. Having a knack for computers seemed to be 
important to the FEC. rather than medical training, after all.. they considered the weak and sick expendable, 


useless humans that could be easily replaced. 


Running his fingers over the various bottles of injectable drugs and supplies, he sighed wistfully and found 
some large gauze pads and medical tape, and carefully bandaged up the wound as best that he could. He pulled 
on his pants and threw a towel over his head, drying his hair off and made his way out to the living area 
where he spotted his backpack laying partially open. Draping the towel around his neck, he padded over to it and 
pulled it open, sliding the FEC. visor out of it. Flipping it over and examining the deactivated device, he let out a 
started cry and dropped it back onto the bed. The LED screen that had been shattered when he tossed it had 
mysteriously repaired itself. "What the hell?" 


Gently picking it up again, he held it in his hand, examining it closely. The visor was perfect and unmarred, as if 
it had never been broken in the first place. He ran his hand over the glass display, feeling for any 
imperfections or nicks in the screen but there was nothing. Unexpectedly, with the casual pass of his hand, the 
device suddenly turned on, lighting up as a boot screen appeared on it. With shaking fingers, Thomas flipped it 
over, examining every single crevice, desperately trying to find a button to power it down, but nothing. Glancing 


at the screen again, his eyes widened and he stared at it in disbelief as a message appeared on it. 


Welcome Thomas Bell. 


We've been expecting you. 


Benjamin brought his elbows up onto the desk and his hands to his face, rubbing his eyes, trying to make the 


tiredness go away. Several of his men stood in front of him, unfurling maps and schematics across the desk, 
going over tactical strikes and various other infiltration methods to get an upper hand on the FEC, but Ben 
was only half listening. His mind was in another place, down the hall and to the right, to where Dustin lay in a 
medically induced coma that he might never wake up from. For the first time in his life, Ben felt truly helpless 
and it upset him to no ends. The FEC. would have to pay for what they had done to him, but he needed to be 
sure that Dustin was going to pull through, he did not want to leave his side and be far away, they had been 
apart far too long and Ben swore to himself that it would never happen again. Finishing up with the generals, he 
quickly dismissed them, trying to ignore their slightly annoyed faces and escorted them all out the door giving 
the instructions that he was not to be disturbed for the remainder of the night. 


Sitting back down at the desk, Ben scowled to himself, and then clicked his computer on. It flashed to life and 
illuminated the small office. He stared at the monitor for long moments, before sighing to himself and opening a 
video connection. A logo briefly appeared, then followed by a loading screen. Taking a breath, he drummed his 
fingers on the table, waiting for the signal to go through impatiently. There was still time to cancel the 


request. Finally after some time, his screen changed and a young man appeared on it. 
Its late. | was starting to fear the worst. What happened over there?" 

Ben sat back in his chair. "There were some complications." 

The man on the other end of the chat's voice seem to fluctuate. "Did he make it?" 


"Yes, but in serious condition" Benjamin scowled at the man in front of him. "What did you bastards do to him? 
He's been starved, tortured, and hooked up to only god knows what sort of devices. That's not the person | 


knew before laying in the infirmary, it's a fucking zombie, and it's all your fault" 


"The only information | was privy to was the encoded coordinates to his possible location, and the access codes 
for all the facilities. | had no idea what they were up to there, which is why | reached out to you; | knew you'd 
find a way to get him to safety. You know that it's dangerous for me to communicate with you, if | was 


caught, it would be the end for me." 


Narrowing his eyes, Ben shook his head in disgust. "Is that all that you care about? Getting caught? Thinking of 
yourself?! | sent one of my best men in there to bring Dustin back.. DUSTIN.. DUSTIN BATES! Don't tell me 
that you value your own skin more than his, because we both know it's not true. Stop lying to me and to 
yourself and own up to it." Taking a moment to calm himself, he drew a long, deep breath into his lungs and 
slowly exhaled. "If he dies, | will hold you personally responsible, and | will bring down every single branch of the 


FEC. until | find you and make you pay for withholding knowledge, Brock!" 
"Benjamin please." Brock sighed, his image flickering on the screen. "Listen to reason" 
Without another word, Benjamin closed the connection on the terminal and immediately stood up, knocking his 


chair over and started to pace around the room, uttering a few profanities. Sure, Brock had been the one to 


reach out to him in secret when he had discovered that the FEC. had taken Dustin prisoner, but due to his 


sensitive position, he was unable to do anything about it, other than pass long some encrypted messages, and 
that irritated Benjamin more than anything. Ben swore to himself that when Dustin recovered, he would find a 
way to make sure that Brock was taken out of the picture. Dustin didn't deserve that traitorous bastard in his 
life..if he still had a life. 


Returning to his desk, Benjamin struggled to keep his mind occupied, skimming through reports and maps that 
he had been left for hours, not even really caring about them, but doing his best to make and effort. Looking 
up, he suddenly noticed how quiet and silent the base was. He glanced down at the clock and noticed that it was 
after midnight. Grabbing his jacket, he headed out, stopping at an intersection, looking down at the infirmary. 
Dustin was down there. He had to see him. Walking down the empty halls, his boots clicking on the overly 
polished floor, Ben made his way to the observation room, saying a silent prayer before tapping his badge on 
the sensor and stepping inside. Only one member of the medical team was on duty at this hour, a skittish 
woman with mouse brown hair and glasses, who immediately rose to her feet upon his entry, dropping the 


book that she had been reading, and kicking it out of the way. “Sir! So sorry, you startled me!" 
He gave her his best reassuring look. "Update?" 


Walking over to the glass window and looked at Dustin Still hooked up to a multitude of machines, he looked so 
small and frail, laying there. There was a little more color to his skin now, but the rising and falling of his 
chest was shallow and weak, barely noticeable at all. The nurse joined Ben and followed his gaze. "There has 
been some progress, Sir. Vitals are improving a bit, and there's some brain activity showing, so we're 


concentrating on doing our best to make him.... 
"Don't say that." Ben cut her off suddenly. 
"Excuse me?" she asked, pushing her glasses back up onto her nose. 


"When you say ‘we're doing our best to make him comfortable’, that's a bad sign. It's a last resort, bit of 
nonsense said to many families and loved ones in an effort to make them feel good about themselves. It's 
verbal garbage that means nothing. Whenever | hear it being said, | know its hopeless." Ben brought his hand 
up to the thick glass and placed his fingers on it for a moment, as if reaching out to touch Dustin in the room 
beyond. His heart was aching and felt like it was being crushed from the inside. 


The nurse turned her attention to Ben and found herself staring at his left hand, noticing a scratched, dull 
silver band on his ring finger. "Sir, | didn't know that you were married" Her words caught his attention and 
pulled away from the observation window and gave her a glance that she thought would surely turn her to 
stone. Immediately, she regretted the unprofessional questioning on her part and hung her head down in shame. 
"Sorry. | didn't mean to be so bold |... |. was just thinking out loud, everyone knows that you and Thomas are. 
"She stopped and put her hands over her mouth, turning a bright shade of red. Tears were welling up in her 
eyes. "I'll just shut up now. Sir." 


Looking down at the wedding ring on his finger, he turned it slightly to the light, where the initials ‘B € R' were 


dully engraved. A wave of memories washed over him. "That was a long time ago, when things were much 


simpler. The FEC. didn't exist, everyone lived in peace, and the Earth was still green and beautiful. This world, 
and the people in it didn't even exist." He paused and looked to Dustin again "I was a different person then, but | 
like to hold on to the memories that | have, of those whom | have loved, and will continue to love, for 


eternity." 

"That's so beautiful, Sir." 

"Is it?" He asked, not really looking at her or wanting a response. 
She nodded. "Yes." 


Ben snapped out of his reverie and turned away from the window, making his way past all the monitoring 


devices and through the room. "I will be in my private quarters, please notify me if there is any change." 

"Yes Sir. | will" She stammered. Ben walked past her and stopped to pick up the book that she had accidently 
dropped when he came in and handed to her. The nurse sheepishly reached out and took it from him, her hand 
lightly brushing against his and with a guilty look and quickly tucked it away in her pocket as he made his way 
to the door. Before he exited, she called out to him, in a voice that even startled herself. "Sir?" 

He looked back over his shoulder, standing in the doorway. "Yes?" 

Immediately regretting her choice as to catch his attention, he words scurried away from her and she 
struggled to put them back together. "Is he really an important person? People have been talking, rumors going 
around, everyone's speculating about his worth to the rebellion” 

Reaching out, he tapped his security card on the reader and hesitated, watching as the door slid open. "Oh?" 


She looked back into the room where Dustin lay. "They say he's going to save us." 


Without another word to her, Benjamin stepped out and let the door go closed behind him. "You're wrong. He's 
going to save me." He whispered and headed off down the hallway, lost in his own thoughts. 


Lie to Me 


Author's Notes: 
Please read my first story, "The Starset Series" as well as the previous two chapters of "The Great Divide" 
before reading this chapter. 
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The Great Divide: Chapter 3 
Lie to Me 


It was the small hours of the morning. Darkness had descended and an eerie silence had fallen over the base 
by the time Thomas opened his eyes. Glancing over at the antique clock that Benjamin had given him, he could 
see that it was nearly 3 am, but he did not remember falling asleep, or even bringing himself to bed. A sharp, 
throbbing pain in his temples made him groan and he regretted not seeking medical attention earlier. He closed 
his eyes for a moment, deciding that it would be best for him to sleep it off. He wasn't on duty for another 
couple hours, and even though the unplanned nap hit him unexpectedly, it couldn't hurt to prolong it by another 
few hours so that he could get up and feel fully refreshed for the morning. He was very anxious to talk to 
Benjamin, to find out what was going on and the status of Dustin Bates. The expression on Ben's face when the 
messenger had informed him that he was conscious was confusing to Thomas. He wasn't sure if it was elation, 
thankfulness, or fear. All he did know for certain was that Dustin's presence here had affected Benjamin in 
some way, and he would have find out. He worked so hard, spent so much time, become so close to Ben, that 
he was certain that some stranger with critical information locked away in his fried brain wasn't going to come 


between them. 


Minutes ticked away on the clock, and Thomas felt as though the sound of each of them was a blinding hot 
iron poking into the soft tissue of his brain. The pain in his head was getting worse, growing more intense by 
the minute, and he knew that sleep would not be his friend tonight. Resigning himself to shuffling off down to 
the Infirmary for something to take the edge off the pain for a few hours, he sat up and waited for a 
moment, as the walls in his room seemed to pitch and shift, then finally right themselves again. The sudden 


dizziness brought a wave of nausea with it, and he soon found himself on his feet and sprinting into the 
bathroom, expelling a large amount of stomach bile into the toilet. Thomas's entire body heaved and he groaned 
in extreme discomfort as his already tired muscles were forcibly thrust back into action He moved to the 
sink, clutching at the cool white porcelain, to prevent himself from falling over. Turning on the cold water, he 
cupped it into his hands and rapidly splashed it into his face. The cool sensation on his skin refreshed him a bit. 
Resting the palms of his hand on the edge of the sink, he arched his back and rolled his shoulders, trying his 
best to get all the kinks out, and then leaned forward, letting the droplets of water drip off his nose and chin 
while gazing into the mirror. The reflection was not one he was accustomed to seeing. He looked ashen and pale, 
with deep blueish circles under his eyes and parched, dried out, cracking lips. Reaching up, his fingers gingerly 
felt for the gash that he had received from falling off the vehicle, but all he found was matted and tangled 
curls of hair. Furrowing his brow, he leaned in closer to the mirror and saw nothing there that would show the 
signs of visible trauma. No bruising or discoloration no scratched or gouged skin lacerations, nothing but 
perfectly smooth, soft skin. He turned his head to the right and left, examining it over and over, but still came 
away perplexed. Then he spotted something unusual, on either temple, where the pounding head pain was 
coming from were two almost microscopic pin pricks of dried blood, in the exact same location, on each side of 
his head. Some sort of insect bite, perhaps? He had been outside for a very long extended period of time and it 
was entirely possible. Arching a finger, Thomas scratched at the scab, digging his finger in deeper and deeper 
until it began to bleed again. The disappearance of the head wound worried him, he knew that it was superficial 
and not very deep, but there was no way it could have healed in a matter of hours. His hand instinctively went 
down to his side, where the bloody gauze still hung from the tape across his hip. Grabbing hold of the edges, 
he eased it off, expecting the painful burning sensation of the dried blood clinging to the cloth, but there was 
no pain at all, the cloth simply fell away, revealing unmarred skin underneath. "What the hell?" Thomas 
muttered, gently running his fingers along the edges of where the energy bolt had hit him. He looked at the 
soiled bandage in disbelief; it was still stained and saturated with dried blood. Only hours before, the skin was 
torn and shredded, close to infection and now it was as if the wound never had happened. Sighing to himself, he 
closed his eyes for a moment, trying desperately to remember the events of the last few hours before he 
went to bed, but the pounding pain in his head prevented him from thinking clearly. He needed to get some 
meds from the infirmary so that he could get back to sorting it all out. A fleeting thought crossed his head 
that maybe he should go find Benjamin and he could offer up some explanation, but immediately cast the 
thought aside. Ben had other things to worry about, other than Thomas on this night. Cursing to himself, 
Thomas threw on his shirt, not even bothering to button it and half walked, half staggered out to the hallway, 
where the blinding lights in the corridor alcoves seared his eyeballs harshly, creating pin points of extreme 
pain through his entire head. 


Leaning against the wall for support, he slowly made it through the maze of doors, thankfully glad that the 
hour was late and no one was up to see him stagger like a drunk to his destination Swiping his keycard at the 
entrance, he went inside and made his way over to the row of beds that made up the triage section and 
flagged down a nurse who was making her rounds, tidying up. Looking frustrated at her task being interrupted, 
she approached him, and took notice who it was, the expression on her face brightened up. "Oh good evening 
Mr. Bell" She chirped and reached out to turn on the overhead light directly above the bed he was sitting on 
Immediately, he flinched and held a hand out, shielding the blinding, and searing light from his eyes. Seeing his 
reaction, she immediately doused it and offered up a modest apology. "| am very sorry sir." She took one look 


at his narrowed eyes and ashen color. "I didn't realize that your head was giving you pain" Fluffing up a pillow 


behind him, she gestured for him to lie down, but he still remained sitting, but bowed his head down, avoiding 
her. "| have to say that the whole base has been talking about you, and the heroic thing you did, saving Mr. 
Bates. Such a selfless act, putting yourself into danger to save him, | wouldn't doubt it if Commander Burnley 


didn't give you a promotion or something. Such a commendable thing." 


Thomas exhaled and blinked slowly, he didn't want to hear anything about bravery or acts of valor. He knew 
the real reason why he had taken on such a dangerous mission, he desperately wanted Benjamin's approval, his 
attention and affection There was nothing courageous about it. "Can you please just go get the doctor?" he 


whispered in a low voice. 


The nurse flashed him a smile and made a few notes on her chart. "Certainly Mr. Bell, | will go get Dr. Wise, 
he's on duty tonight, | believe he's in checking on Mr. Bates, just relax, it will only take a few moments for me 
to get him back here." 


A wave of mixed emotions started to well up inside of Thomas as the nurse walked away. He felt sick to his 
stomach again, but this time it wasn't brought on by the pain in his head, it went deeper than that. Hearing 
Dustin's name made him feel physically ill, and mentally unstable. How could someone that he only just met be 
the cause of such intense emotions? The man was in a vegetative state, and probably wouldn't even recover, 
but still Thomas felt a pang of jealousy toward him. His chest felt heavy and it was struggle to pull air into his 
lungs. The pain in his head was getting worse by the minute, and his vision was beginning to blur. The pounding 
and throbbing was so intense, it was all he could think about now. Thomas knew that if he didn't get some sort 
of relief soon, that he'd be reduced to nothing more than a screaming lunatic in a matter of moments. 


He waited, closing his eyes and tried to control his breathing, but it was of no use. He needed relief, and needed 
it now. It was like a balloon inside of his head, with each breath he took, it expanded, becoming larger and 
larger, threatening to pop and explode at any moment. He needed help, and now. A plan came into his head, and 
he scanned the room, spotting the door which led to the storage area where all the drugs were kept. It would 
only take a moment or two, he could get in there, take what he so desperately needed and be back out before 
the doctor returned. He had access, it wouldn't take much, however, he knew it was against the rules. There 
were regulations that had to be followed, he couldn't just walk in and take what he wanted, that would be the 
same as stealing. Rules and protocols were in place for a reason, they had to be followed. He always followed 


the rules. Always. Thomas Bell was not a rule breaker. Not Ever. 
Except for now. 


Hopping off the bed, Thomas made his way through the triage room and to the drug storage room. He scanned 
his card and then door slid open. Being a personal confidant to the commander did have its perks at times. With 
red-rimmed, blurry eyes, he rummaged through shelves all meticulously lined with printed barcodes, each 
displaying the name of the drug that was in place there. Making his way to the back, he spotted his goal, a set 
of narcotic painkillers that were only used in extreme medical cases, locked away in another cabinet. His fingers 
were starting to tremble as he slid his card through the card reader and waited patiently for the green beep 
and the sound of the latch unlocking. Nothing happened, it remained locked. Frowning, Thomas swiped his card a 
second and third time, impatiently, but the light still flashed red and barred him from his much needed relief. 


A quick, lightning fast bolt of pain suddenly shot through his head from temple to temple, making him lose his 
balance and fall back against one of the shelves. The hard metal collided with his spine and he cried out in 
frustration and anger. He was so close. Glancing at the case in which the drugs were being held, he noticed 
that there was a small glass window on the front of it, which didn't appear to be very solid. It would only take 
one quick punch and it would shatter into bits. There was the possibility of doing massive damage to his hand, 
but he quickly cast the worry aside, his head was hurting too much to care. Without thinking any further, he 
balled his hand into a fist and smashed it right into the glass, sending pieces flying everywhere as he 
punctured a hole in the protective enclosure. A wet, seeping feeling started to spread down his fingers, he 
knew that he probably had cut his hand in several places, not to mention possibly breaking some fingers and 
knuckles, but it was a consequence that he was willing to deal with. Reaching in, he took out the small metal 
canister device and popped off the protective shielding on it, then drove it into the underside of his forearm. It 
let out a quiet hiss as the medicine self-injected into his veins and it was carried through his bloodstream and 
a euphoric sensation rushed through his bloodstream. Sinking down onto the floor, he closed his eyes and let 
the drug do its work, easing his pain. 


How was he going to explain this to Ben? It wasn't ok that his communications expert just broke into medical 
storage to gain access to drugs, disregarding all rules and regulations. Would he have to be formally charged 
with theft and punished? Thomas frowned to himself as the pain cleared up and the horrible knowledge of what 
he did and the repercussions set in. Clarity did not bring relief either. He felt immense guilt, and remorse, but 
underneath all of that, there was something else, something lurking beneath the surface that applauded his 
dissension and it frightened him. Would it be possible to explain it all, or would he have to lie? Thomas had 
never lied to anyone in his life now, and wondered if he could even make it convincing. Did it even really matter 
anyway? Ben had his hands full with ‘other matters’. Would he even care what Thomas had done? He ran his 
fingers through the dark curls of his hair and drew in a long breath, trying to figure everything out as Dr. 
Wise and the nurse stepped into find him sitting in the pile of glass. 


He looked up to the doctor with his soft brown eyes, with a pleading expression, not saying a word, still slightly 
under the effects of the medicine. More so, he didn't even know where to begin. The doctor turned toward the 
nurse and spoke in a commanding tone. "Go see that a bed is ready for Mr. Bell please will you Lizzie?" She 


gave him a curious glance and he nodded as she turned to scurry off to fulfill her duties. 


After she left the room, Dr. Wise extended a hand out to Thomas, who took it and slowly rose to his feet; his 
head swimming with a thick numbness that made him feel as though he was underwater. "| am not staying the 
night here; | want you to know that... | was in a lot of pain, and it had to go away.. " Thomas said in a flat, 
disinterested tone, refusing to look directly at the doctor. 


"Thomas, I've known you for a long time now. | know that you'd have to have good reason to do what you did. 
You just returned from a mission half way across the planet to bring back one man. God only knows what you 
went through out there, all those days. You are a hero, one that should be celebrated, not scolded" A bad 
taste formed in Thomas mouth, but he remained silent and walked with the doctor, dully noticing that the 
wound on his hand was completely gone. Only a few stray drops of blood on the hem of his shirt were the only 
evidence that he had been injured at all. "I am not holding you accountable for your actions tonight, because | 


know the kind of man that you are, and in addition, | was attending to another patient when you came in, so | 


do apologize for not being available immediately to take care of you." 


"Thank you Dr. Wise. | appreciate it" Thomas nodded, his head slowly starting to clear up, and started heading 
for the exit, silently hoping that would be the end of it. 


"| did not say | was done with you yet, young man" The doctor called after him, and Thomas stopped near the 
door, his hand on his swipe card, trembling. "In return for my not telling your superior about this little break 


in, and theft, | need a favor." He paused and a serious expression fell upon Dr. Wise's face. 
"Name it" 


Dr. Wise pointed at the broken case on the wall. "After you get some rest, | want you in here to repair that, 
first thing in the morning." 


Thomas let out a chuckle. "Sure thing Doc, it's the least | can do for all the trouble | caused tonight. | really 


am sorry." He lowered his head a little and looked off down the hall, as if searching for something, someone. 


Walking up behind him, the doctor put a hand on his shoulder and gave him a reassuring pat. "You're a good 
man, Thomas. Remember that. Now get out of here and let that drug do its work, before | call for Lizzie and 
have her confine you to that bed” 


"Sure Doc. I'll be back first thing in the morning.” Thomas flashed a smile at him and headed down the corridor. 


After he left, Doctor Wise went over to examine the shattered case as Lizzie joined him at his side. 
"Oh. He's not staying with us?" she asked, a little puzzled. 


Doctor Wise shook his head and picked up the empty canister of the drug that Thomas had injected, holding it 
up to the light and examining it intently. "No Lizzie, | sent him back to his own quarters for some rest, it's 
probably for the best that he has some peace and quiet after all that he's been though in the last several 
days." Pushing his glasses back up onto his nose, he rolled the vial around in his fingers and frowned, then 
quickly slipped it into his pocket. "I am going to return to Mr. Bates to see if there has been any change, please 
see to it that this glass is cleaned up, secure the door behind you and return to your post. Keep this to 
yourself, do you understand?" Lizzie nodded and started on her task as the doctor walked away. A troubled 
expression came across his face as he made his way back to the infirmary. Pulling the silver vial out of his 
pocket, he glanced at it over the rim of his glasses and then frowned in dismay. The dosage of the narcotic 
painkiller that Thomas had injected was ten times the regular dosage. It was enough to kill a man, and yet, he 


was up and walking, coherent and conscious. Doctor Wise was intrigued. 


Upon reaching the observation room, he examined all of Dustin's medical charts. No change. All the lines of 
brain activity remained the same, heart rate did not increase or decrease, his body was being kept alive by 
machines, fed by wires and trapped in a suspended animation. There was nothing he could do for the man, it 
was hopeless. He let out a sigh and poured himself a hot cup of fresh coffee, then sat down at his terminal, 
and clicked on a few buttons. The steam from the beverage wafted up and into his face, which he inhaled 


deeply, feeling a wave of energy coursing through him, then started typing, bringing up all of Thomas Bell's 
medical history. Leaning forward, he stared at the screen, at the multi colored rows of information and 


personal information and started to make notes. 


Thomas slowly walked down the empty hall, heading back to his room, his mind filled with so many confusing 
thoughts and emotions; he knew that it would almost be impossible to sleep. He thought about the stranger, 
Dustin Bates, and how he had risked his own life to bring this man back to the base, only to be told that he's 
very nearly dead. Ben chose to disregard Thomas's warning about his medical condition and insist that he stil 
be recovered alive. Thomas had never had disobeyed a direct order from Ben before; there was never any 
reason to, until now. Benjamin's thought process was compromised by the presence of this person, and Thomas 
knew that until he knew the reason why, he could continue to struggle with these conflicting emotions which 
were churning and eating away inside of him. Also, there were the mysteriously healing wounds. The laceration 
on both his head and his side had simply vanished in a matter of hours without leaving a trace of their 
existence, not a scar, not anything behind. Suddenly remembering, Thomas looked down at his right hand, the 
one that he had used to break into the medical lock box in a dull fascination Not a single scratch could be seen 
or felt. He flexed his fingers a bit, waiting for the pain of a sprain or fracture to make its presence known, but 
there was nothing. Thinking back to when his hand made contact with the glass and shattered it, he couldn't 
remember feeling any pain at all, save for the intense pulsing in his head, which he had never experienced 
anything that intense in his entire life. "What's happening to me?" he whispered to himself. He put a hand to his 


temple and closed his eyes for a moment. "Ben, | need you so badly." 


Suddenly the lights in the hall started to flicker and flash on and off. Thomas stopped dead in his tracks, 
listening as a dull electronic droning noise started to fill the corridor. The temperature of the air started to 
drop, and he started shivering. He could see the breath from his lungs crystalize in the air in front of him. 
Something caught his eye, far off down the other end of the hall, a dark, looming humanoid shape standing 
completely still. "Son of a bitch.."he muttered. It was the same figure that he had seen outside of the base 
twice, and he just chalked it up to some hallucination due to his fatigue, but now here it was, inside of the 
base with him, lurking just out of reach. Surprisingly, Thomas wasn't frightened of it. 


Benjamin sat at his desk in his private quarters peering over the reports and charts that the medical staff 
had sent to him. Each one bore the same remarks, the same prognosis, same descending graphs and it was not 
good. His worst fears had been confirmed. Dustin had been captured, abused, and repeatedly tortured in an 
effort to gain knowledge from for months. X-rays had revealed that during these sessions, several of the 
bones in his arms and legs had been broken repeatedly and then not treated, leaving them to heal on their own, 
only to be broken once again at a later time. There were shattered ribs, scarred flesh and bruises so deep 
that they went right down to the bones. Only one small glimmer of hope remained a very tiny reading on the 
brain wave activity monitor. There was the possibility that this reading was a false positive, as a result of 
feedback from the instruments, but this small bit of information was something that Ben could hold onto, and 


he was not giving up or giving in for anything. 


Pulling out a bottle of whiskey, Benjamin poured himself a double shot and quickly downed it, letting the liquid 
pour down his throat and into his stomach. The warm, soothing sensation of the alcohol entering his 


bloodstream comforted him, and put his mind at ease for a short time. He briefly thought about trying to 


sleep, but he knew that he wouldn't be so lucky to be graced with such a thing. Especially not with the 
knowledge that Dustin was here, under the same roof, so close but yet so damn far, fighting for his life. He 
looked down to the scratched and dented wedding band on his finger, he had lost so many people in his life, 
losing another would simply kill him. He had seen so much pain and suffering in his life, more than enough for 
ten lifetimes, and all he wanted was a moment of peace and quiet where he could close his eyes and let the 
world go away. Another two shots of whiskey slid down his throat, and Ben was up and pacing around the 
room, his footsteps heavy and unsure. For a moment, he considered going back to the infirmary and pulling up 
a chair next to Dustin's bed, taking hold of his hand and holding on so tightly, not moving away from his side 
until he regained consciousness. The feeling of touching his skin once again, to lace their fingers together 
tightly, to feel the pulse of his heart beating in his chest one more time was more than he could bare. 
Benjamin new that it could never happen though, he had a reputation to maintain, at least for a little while 


longer. 


His thoughts were interrupted with a sudden buzz at his door. Glancing over at the time, he could see that 
most of the evening had slipped away from him, and now the night hours were slowly giving way To early 
morning, he should not be having visitors, unless something bad had happened. "Oh fuck.. Dustin!" Ben ran over 
to the door and released the switch that opened it. It slid open to reveal Thomas standing there, in his casual 
attire, shirt neatly buttoned up, hair combed in place, with his messenger bag at his side. Ben let out a sigh of 
relief and turned his back to Thomas, and went inside the room and over to the desk Thomas stepped inside 
and watched Ben with interest. "What, not going to even say hello or offer me an invite?" he laughed. 


Keeping his back to Thomas, Ben poured himself another drink and rummaged through papers on his desk, 
keeping his voice low. "| didn't think you needed it, we're pretty much beyond that now, aren't we?" 


Thomas shrugged and pushed some buttons on the door panel, closing and locking it behind him before entering 
fully into the room, casually, he walked over to where Ben was at the desk, totally consumed in his own little 
world. Sliding the strap of the bag off his shoulder, he tossed it onto the desk as his eyes scanned over the 
charts and papers scattered there, along with the almost empty bottle of whiskey and frowned. Thomas knew 
that Ben's demons involved alcohol, and something had to be truly bothering him for him to jump back into a 
bottle again, without as much as a word. "Benjamin, we need to have a serious talk here." 


His eyes didn't move away from his work, he continued to read and reread the medical reports without even 


looking up to Thomas. "I'm listening." 


Sighing, Thomas pushed some papers out of the way and sat down on the edge of the desk. Ben quickly grabbed 
the papers he had shifted and stacked them in a disorganized pile on the other end. "I don't know what's going 
on here, and | need you to help me figure some things out. Ever since | got back from the FEC. facility, you've 
been acting strange. | feel as though you're off in some distant place where | can't reach you, fighting some 
sort of demon on your own, and | am powerless to help you." Thomas laid a hand out on Benjamin's arm, and 
tried to look into his eyes, but they just kept scanning over the endless mountain of notes. "Its something to 
do with Dustin Bates, isn't it? Ben, listen to me, you have to tell me exactly who he is, people are talking and 
some of the rumors going around are quite fantastic. They should be told the truth.. | should be told the 


truth about who he is. You can't keep all of this bottled up inside of you, not for long anyway. You have to talk 
to someone, and | want that to be me." His fingers wrapped around Ben's arm, almost as if to hold on, as he 
was slipping away. "You are the only person in the entire world that | put my faith and trust in, Ben. | hope 
that | can be that for you too." Thomas looked at Benjamin, his eyes pleading for some sign of acknowledgment. 
"Some days, | feel so much from you Ben, other days, nothing at all. | don't know what's worse, drowning 
beneath the waves, or dying from thirst.” 


Ben rested the palms of his hands on the desk, and leaned forward, letting his head drop down, still avoiding 
Thomas's gaze. "You shouldn't trust me, Thomas. | can't protect you from getting hurt, not like | should” 


"And exactly who would | need protection from?" Thomas inquired, his eyes still searching for Ben's. 


"Me." Ben answered, taking a long drink from his glass and then staring at the empty container in disdain. 
Slipping out of Thomas's grasp, he went around the desk to where the bottle stood and emptied the contents 
into his glass, disappointed that the liquid only filled it halfway. He brought it to his lips, smelling the aroma of 
the bitter liquid and was about to drink it when Thomas stepped over beside him and put his hand over the 
rim of the glass, pulling it away. Ben shot him an annoyed glance. 


Keeping his hand over the glass, Thomas met Ben's eyes and held them with a serious expression on his face. 
"That's the first time you've even looked at me since | entered the room, Benjamin." He took the glass away 
and placed it back on the desk. "Please don't keep me in the dark here with this." Reaching up, he placed the 


palm of his hand on Ben's warm cheek. "Please." 


The expression on Ben's face softened at Thomas's touch, and he pulled his hand away and leaned back against 
the desk, staring out the window. The moonlight was starting to fade away, taking with it the silver stars 
hanging perfectly in the sky, leaving a dull red glow of morning light. It was the dark before dawn. "Everything 
that has happened to that man, Dustin, is because of me. He was so much like you when | met him, young, 
innocent, his head full of ideas and dreams. He's the part of me that | want so desperately to be, but can 
never quite reach. Fate brought us together years ago, and also tore us apart" He stopped and drew in a long 
breath, looking far off into the distance, as if searching for memories he had long since buried. "I misled him. | 
lied to him. | lured him on, telling him that | could protect him from all the monsters and demons that plagued 
him, but in the end, | let them devour him. | watched helpless as the Monster came for him every night, 
slowly taking away his sanity, his innocence and replacing it with nothing more than a dark, twisted shadow of 
who he once was. His screams still echo through my head at night. The things that | did to him, they were 
worse than the torture the FEC. made him endure, because through all of it, he still believed that | loved him." 


"And now?" 


Benjamin's eyes stung, filling up with tears slightly and he blinked them away. Turning around from Thomas, he 
stood in silence, unable to speak another word, overcome with emotion. He had never really come to terms 
with what had happened between himself and Dustin, and giving the feelings he had kept inside a voice felt like 
he was ripping his own heart out and offering it up as a meaty dish to devour. It wasn't a position Ben was 


used to being in Thomas came up behind him and slipped his arms around Ben's waist, pulling his chest tight 


against his back, and knitting his fingers together around his stomach. Resting his head against Ben's shoulder, 
he felt his body start to relax. "Ben, it's ok. If I've learned anything from you, its that you should never be 
afraid of who you are, what you've done in the past, or how you are feeling. You need to embrace these 
emotions and memories, and draw strength from them; don't let them drag you down. No matter what 
happens, | am here for you, | always will be. | won't ever leave your side." He leaned forward and kissed 
Benjamin's cheek, whispering. "You're not looking to save us are you? You're looking for salvation, redemption, a 
chance to say that you're sorry. He can't forgive you, unless you forgive yourself first. Benjamin, you can't 
keep holding onto the past, you have to let it die. There may be nothing left there, but | am not leaving. Let 
me take the coldness away." Ben turned around and faced him, and looking into his eyes, Thomas could see all 
the hurt and pain from a thousand lives in those gray eyes, filled to the brim with love lost and gained, and a 
desperate, intense need for salvation. Tilting his head to the side, he brought his lips to Ben's and kissed him as 
the sun began to break over the mountains, far off on the horizon Sliding his arms around his body, Ben 
embraced Thomas and devoured the kiss like a hungry, starving man. Their bodies fit together perfectly, as 
they were silhouetted beautifully against the early morning rays of sunshine. 


Thomas kept his lips tightly locked against Ben's as his hands reached up and his fingers slid under the stiff 
folds of his shirt. His fingertips lightly brushed against the smooth, curved muscles of his chest as they made 
their way slowly down his body. Thomas could feel the beating of his strong heart, trapped underneath the 
cage of blood and bone underneath his fingers, pulsing steady and powerful. Ben inhaled deeply, allowing Thomas 
to unbutton the front of his shirt, letting it fall open, and he stepped forward backing him up against the desk. 
Tracing two fingers in a long line down the slope of his chest, Thomas whispered. "I know that you are capable 


of loving someone, Ben..let me show you how love feels as well." 


Pushing the layers of fabric down around his shoulders, Thomas let Ben's shirt fall down to the floor, and 
leaned down slightly to bring his lips over his collarbone, placing a row of feather light kisses around his neck, 
each lasting a one moment longer than the rest. Perfectly timed and paced with each beat of his heart. Ben 
ran his fingers though the silken curls of Thomas's dark hair, as he slipped down further down enjoying the 
subtle caresses and delicate, fleeting movements of his lips upon his skin. The cold, terrifying thoughts that 


troubled his mind seemed to melt away, replaced by warm comforting touches and tender words. 


Leaning back behind him, to steady himself from his trembling knees for a moment, Thomas's hand brushed 
briefly against his messenger bag where it was sitting and knocked it over, spilling its contents, mostly 
engineering and computer manuals on to the desk, causing the stacks of medical reports and papers to flutter 
down to the floor. Thomas stopped for a moment, holding his breath and watching as the papers drifted away, 


then immediately bent down and made an attempt at straightening them back up. "I'm sorry." He murmured. 


Ben reached out, starving for another kiss and brought Thomas back up, placing a hand on both sides of his 
cheeks and pressed his lips tightly upon his once again, this time it was a kiss that was filled with intense 
longing and need. Ben knew now that he did in fact have feelings for Thomas, and there was no way to deny it. 
The elation of finally coming to terms with how he was feeling was almost euphoric. Having lost love so many 
times in the past, Benjamin had started to believe that he was wholly incapable of loving someone, that some 
part of him wouldn't allow himself to be happy. There was no storybook ending, no closure at the end of the 
chapter, only pain and misery being carried over again and again. Now, here with Thomas in his arms, he felt 


as though he had a chance at love again. This man, nothing more than a stranger with those beautiful dark 
eyes and an innocent soul had stood at his side for many months, never faltering or backing down from 
anything. He said that he would follow Ben to the ends of the universe and back if he so commanded it, and 
even though those words were just talk, now he finally believed them. There was something about Thomas 
that Ben needed, the innocent soul, the trust, love and devotion was everything he would ever dream of. 
Thinking back, Ben remembered a fleeting moment of their fingers touching while at a mission briefing would 
set Ben's heart racing, and he would try his best to keep from showing it. It was a thrilling to just even be 
near him, but things would eventually change. The last few months, after he received the message from Brock, 
revealing that he had found a clue to Dustin's location, Benjamin had started to push Thomas away. Placing the 
momentous task of decoding the signal in Thomas's hands was the beginning of the rift that seemed to be 
forming between the two of them. Part of him was expecting failure. If Dustin could be rescued, brought back 
safe and sound, then Ben had a chance at salvation. He would make Dustin understand that he was truly sorry 
for everything that happened, and he could begin to heal.they both could begin to heal. The question was, was 
Dustin ready to forgive Benjamin for taking his life? Benjamin felt was though he was directly responsible for 
pushing Dustin to the edge of sanity, and then over. It devastated him with immense grief, and nothing could 
take away that pain. Almost nothing. 


Thomas. Would he be another one of Ben's victims, to be loved and then tossed away when his usefulness was 
over? No. Seeing him here like this tonight, willing to offer comfort to a man whose former lover was lying in 
a coma a few doors down was more than enough proof to know that he was being honest and truthful in his 
feelings. Thomas was an open book, so sincere in his words and actions. He loved and respected Ben with every 
part of his being, and Ben knew it, and in return, he allowed Thomas to look into his soul and see the broken 
and shattered man inside. A man who he would stand beside, no matter what came between them, even if it 


was Dustin Bates. 
"Benjamin?" 


"Hmm?" Ben blinked and looked to Thomas who was obviously waiting for some sort of response. "Sorry, | was 


lost in a thought for a moment." 


Thomas slipped out of his arms and smiled. "I was saying, it's nearly dawn, and we both are in need of sleep." 
He turned to the desk and started shoving things back inside of his bag. "| should leave you to get some rest; 
you've got a lot on your mind." He busied himself with fiddling with an item that dropped out of his bag 
without even thinking. "| need to sleep too, my head's been giving me a bit of trouble lately and a little more 
recuperation might be a good thing for me." As his hand reached for the next item, a communications manual, 


Ben grabbed him by the wrist and he immediately looked up and seeing a new, unexpected need in his eyes. 


Ben let go of his wrist and reached out to brush some of the stray curls of hair away from Thomas's face 


and whispered. "You can sleep here, Thomas." 


Thomas felt a flush of color rush to his cheeks, and his heart jumped. This meant that Ben wasn't going to 
head back to the infirmary to spend more time with the unconscious Dustin, he wanted to be with him instead, 


however, doubt began to creep in. "We've been through this before, and you know that it's not quite as easy 
sneaking out in the middle of the daytime as it is at night. If | am spotted leaving your private quarters...” 


Ben shook his head. "Let them say what they will. | do not care what anyone thinks. | need you here with me, 
even if it's only for a few hours..! want to lie down next to you, wrap myself around your body and not let 
you go. You said that you'd be there for me when | need you, well Thomas, | am asking you now, stay with 


me?" 


Knowing what this meant, Thomas gave Benjamin a reassuring smile, still clutching his bag in his hands. "Of 
course Ben. | will stay with you." He stepped forward, leaning in for another tender kiss as Ben drew him into 
his arms and their bodies melted together. The moment their lips touched, Ben's eyes widened and he let out a 
loud cry, staggering back away from Thomas and crashing into a small table, clutching at his neck. Almost 
instantly, he felt a numbness growing, spreading through his arms and legs as he fought to stay upright. 


"What the fuck was that!?" 


Thomas brought his hand out, revealing a small metal vial of drugs that he had slipped out of his bag and into 
the palm of his hand, injecting it into the soft tissue of Ben's neck where he had kissed him. "Its an extremely 
fast acting sedative, Benjamin" Thomas spoke slowly, each of his words perfectly annunciated and almost 
rehearsed. "You will feel your body start to go numb, starting at the extremities and spreading through your 
nervous system, reaching your brain in minutes. f | were you, | would enjoy these last few moments of 
consciousness while you can They will probably be your last" Placing the empty drug container back into his 
bag, casually leaned against the desk and watched in interest, crossing his arms in front of his chest. 


"You're going to kill me..why?" The room was spinning as Ben spoke, catching him off guard and causing him to 
fall down to the ground, where he desperately fought to bring himself back up to his feet, but it was of no 
use. Summoning his strength, he managed to find a way to his knees, but that was a great triumph that would 


soon be demolished. 


"I am not going to kill you Ben. That would be completely ridiculous. You see, the men here.. They look up to you 
as their ‘fearless leader’. You have everything that they need. Courage, strength, intelligence, balls, the entire 
package. Even if you ~were~ just using all of us to get what you wanted, you are really damn good at it. Very 
charismatic. So murdering you would prove pointless. They need you, and thus WE need you, and we will use 
this advantage to topple everything that you've built here from the inside out. And when the rebels are 
running in fear for their lives, we will show them what the FEC. is really all about” Thomas walked over to 
where Ben was struggling and grabbed him harshly, with a hand full of hair and yanked back, twisting his body 
into a unnatural painful position. Benjamin's strength was ebbing and he couldn't fight back. Looming over him, 
Thomas balled his hand into a tight fist and let it fly into Ben's face, connecting with his jaw with an unnatural 
strength. Ben winced, but did not budge, taking the full force of the blow, and glaring up at him with wild eyes, 
while wiping away a bit of blood that had formed on his split lip. He lunged out, trying to grab hold of Thomas, 
and catch him off guard, but his drugged reflexes were only moving at half speed and he missed, giving 
Thomas the opportunity to connect his boot with Ben's stomach, immediately bringing him down to the floor. 
Thomas reached down and took hold of Ben, half dragging him over to the bed and tossed him onto it, like he 


was nothing more than a doll. 


Ben shot him a look of pure hatred and anger that most men would of flee in terror from, and tried to sit up, 
but the room started to spin and he knew he was in danger of passing out. All he could do was lay there in a 


miserable heap on the bed. "I don't understand why you are doing this." 


Thomas grabbed the pillows and yanked them out from underneath Ben's head, tossing them onto the floor and 
then walked back across the room towards the windows. The bright rays of sunlight were now streaming 
through, tinting everything in a slight golden color. He pressed a button and the large metal shutters came 
rolling down, blocking out all natural light. Walking around the room, he tapped on several small electronic lights, 
bathing the room in an eerie fluorescent glow. Listening to Ben's words, he stopped moving, coming to stand 
near the door, his hand on a light fixture and smiled. "Have you ever thought about what it's like to care for 
someone so much and have them totally cast you aside when something better comes along? Use you up for 
all your worth and then toss you aside like garbage? Draining every bit of positive energy from you so that 
they can use it to better themselves? No, of course you don't, because it's never happened to you, you do it 


to others." 


Making his way back through the room, Thomas grabbed his messenger bag and made his way over to the 
bed, sitting down and pulling Ben's upper body into his lap, where he casually ran his fingers though his hair as 
he spoke. "I know exactly what happened between you and Dustin Bates, Benjamin. | know the entire story. It was 
pretty good; you should get someone to write that down for you one day, it might make for a good fan fiction 
It was all there, locked away in Dustin's head. It was so easy just to pluck those moments out and watch him 
relive them over and over. That man really takes everything to heart, doesn't he? Sometimes the mental 


torture can be worse than the physical torture tenfold." He laughed smugly, enjoying the moment. 


"Thomas how could you possibly know about that? It was another lifetime." Ben felt his eyes starting to grow 
heavy, but refused to let them drop. He had to stay awake; his very life depended on it. 


"Oh that's another thing. Thomas... Thomas is no longer with us." Opening his bag once again, Thomas pulled out 
the visor that he had recovered from the facility and it instantly came to life, glowing a brilliant orchid color. 
"Inquisitive little man found one of our more sophisticated devices that we were using on Mr. Bates to extract 
information, and decided that it would be a great idea to steal it for ‘research’ purposes. Thinking it was a 
medical device, he only had the best intentions to use it to treat patients, and as all silly scientists do thought 
that a closer, more in-depth look was needed. You see, not only can this device destroy and break the human 
will, but it can heal the body, as well. It can keep it alive, by repairing muscle and tissue mass if the need 
arises. Not a function that the FEC. has use for, really. The moment he put the visor on, it activated 
remotely, and we were able to extract a wealth of knowledge from him, as well as memories and emotions, 
without him consciously knowing. We brainwashed him and put a plan in motion to infiltrate your little collective 


here. We let him get close to you, and at the right moment, flipped a switch in his brain.. one moment he was 


Thomas Bell, and then next, he was another member of the FEC." 


"What happened to Thomas?" 


"Sadly, the brainwaves and what you would call a ‘soul' of Thomas Bell have been completely wiped clean from 
this body. We got the information that we needed from him and eradicated the unnecessary bits. Think of it 
like clearing up space on a hard drive. Not quite sure where it goes, but it does go away. If you really must 
know, your treatment of him after recovering Dustin Bates really did break his heart. A shame you treated 
him that way, ignoring his silent pleas to be welcomed back home and into your arms. He simply wanted to love 
you. Maybe if you paid more attention to your living lover, rather than you half dead one, none of this would 
have happened. But then again, we're all expendable in the end, aren't we Benjamin?" Thomas shifted the visor 
from one hand to the other, and then began to push a series of buttons on it, and the screen changed from 


Violet to an eerie green color. 
"No matter what you do to me, | will never bend to your will’ 


"Well, you don't exactly have a choice in the matter, Benjamin. What this device does is provide a cerebral 
uplink directly to our computers, where we can view and manipulate the information in your brain to our liking. 
It puts the body into a comatose state where we can pretty much do whatever we want to it. Make you 
relive past memories over and over, trapped in an endless cycle until eventually the brain gives out and your 
life has ended. We can keep the body alive through this, but the brain.. ah, that's a more delicate procedure, 
all the stress from repetitive sessions tends to weaken it and there's nothing we can do to recover that. Once 
it's gone, its gone, just like poor Dustin Bates. Its a very complicated process and causes extreme pain, but 
that's really such a small side effect. Very few subjects have been capable of resisting it, the most recent 
being Dustin Bates of course, which is partly why he is still alive, if you call that living.” He shrugged. "It's 
quite interesting, really, to see all those things that you did to him, from the moment you met, manipulating 
and fucking around with his head, until the very last moment when you convinced him to take his own life. It 
was pretty damn good. I'm seriously impressed" Thomas grinned, winding a piece of Ben's hair around his finger, 
teasingly as he spoke. "Although we were able to access his most recent memories, it was impossible to delve 
any further into his mind, thus we resorted to other, more intrusive means." Thomas leaned down and 


whispered into Benjamin's ear. "I'm sure that | don't have to tell you about how well he screams, you already 


know ALL about that, don't you?" he smirked. 
"I am going to fucking kill you." 


The visor in Thomas hand pulsed vividly as he brought it over to Benjamin's face. "I'd really like to see you try, 
it would be quite entertaining.’ He slipped it over his eyes and it two miniscule electrodes attached themselves 
to each of his temples, emitting a tiny spark of electricity as they made a neurological connection to his brain, 
and his body began to shake violently. Thomas slid away from him and stood back, watching as the device 
started booting up, running the program flawlessly. Confident that it was working, he turned his back on 
Benjamin, not wishing to witness the first in a series of seizures that wracked his body as the device took hold. 
Watching someone so well respected and admired reduced to flopping around like a fish out of water left a 
bitter taste in his mouth. He walked across the room and glanced at all the antique books that lined the 
shelves. It was quite amazing that for a civilization being so far advanced, people still felt the need to hold onto 
the past. Dusty and faded, he ran his fingers along the spines of the books, stopping when something caught 
his eye. Trapped between the pages of one of the books, a tattered corner of a photograph could be seen As 
he pulled the book out, specks of dust particles rose into the air, and dispersed into nothing. He slipped the 


photo out from the pages and stared at it with fascination. On that aged sheet of paper was the image of five 
men, gathered around a table that was laden with beer cans, nachos and pizza. They were smiling and having a 
good time, posing perfectly for the camera. Three of them were dressed in replica flight jackets, similar to the 
one that Thomas wore, adorned with patches proudly displaying a random set of numbers and a strange logo 
of some sort. They looked very happy. Dustin Bates was also in the photo, wearing a simple white dress shirt 
and bowtie that was slightly askew. There was a certain look on his face, distant and perhaps a little sad even, 
as he sat between the youngest of the black jacketed men, and the most imposing figure in the photo, Benjamin 
Burnley. Thomas ran his fingers over the aged photo, tracing them over the outline of Ben for a moment, 
sighing quietly to himself. All his memories would soon belong to Thomas and the FEC. collective, stored and 
processed neatly on servers for all to access. He could go back to the point in time when the photo was taken 


and relive the exact moment the shutter button was pushed. No more secrets, no more life. 


Neatly placing the book back on the shelf, he slid it between the rest of the antiques and sat down at the 
desk, pushing the remainder of the annoying papers out of the way. They fluttered down and lay scattered 
around the floor, discarded without care or concern. Holding the photo up between two fingers, he reached into 
a pocket and brought out a small lighter, pushing a button and making a flame jump to life on the mechanical 
cylinder. "This chapter is over." He brought the brilliant blue flame to the corner of the photo and it instantly 
jumped onto the aged paper, turning it black within seconds. A puff of smoke began to form as it to turn to 
ash, and fell to crumbled bits onto the desk Years of memories, feelings and emotions, all gone in a matter of 
seconds, reduced to carbon and then scattered into the wind. Thomas let out a smug laugh and returned to 
the side of the bed, staring down at the body before him. The initial tremors had ceased and now he was 
starting to slip into the usual calmness of assimilation. Reaching down, he took hold of Ben's wrist and rested 
his fingers over it, feeling for a pulse. It was there, beating steadily underneath the skin, signaling a strong, 
healthy heart. No signs of trauma or palpations at all. The warmth of Ben's hand in his felt so comforting and 
pleasant, but at the same time, the stillness was discomforting and disturbing. He was so motionless on the 
bed; one could almost mistake him for a corpse. Deep, dark purplish circles were already forming around his 
eyes, shielded by the pulsing visor, as his lips parted and remained open in a silent scream of atrocity. Thomas 
carefully put Ben's hand back down on the bed, gently laying it at his side and started to reach out, so 
desperately wanting to bring his fingers to that soft hair again, stroke his fingertips against Ben's cheek and 


hold him in his arms as he drown in his own memories. 


Cursing to himself, Thomas drew his hand back, shoving the conflicting emotions back down and glaring at him 
in distaste. Where had these feelings come from all of a sudden? They weren't ~his emotions, they felt like 
they belonged to Thomas Bell. Perhaps there was a bit of something left behind inside of his head, lurking in 
the depths of soft tissue. This was a discouraging thought, it meant that the process wasn't completely 


without flaws. He made a mental note to discuss it with the scientists as soon as his mission was over. 


Leaning down, he brought his lips up to Ben's ear and whispered viciously. "You are NOT the center of 
everyone's universe. | will bring everything crashing down around you, Benjamin Burnley. We will destroy 
everything that you and Thomas have worked so hard to build up here. Every single one of these people who 
have placed their lives in your hands will become nothing but fodder for the Machine, and you have only 
yourself to blame." Thomas grabbed Ben's ID card from the place where it was sitting on the night stand and 


without another look, turned and walked away. Near the door, he scanned Ben's card and programed it to 


remain sealed unless opened with a specific code, a code which only he had access too. The process of 
absorbing and uploading information to the FEC‘s central servers could take several hours, and he had other 
tasks to accomplish before the night was over. Sitting around and watching a soul die was not high on his 
priority list. Shoving the ID card in his pocket, he dimmed the lights, looking back into the room, and saw Ben's 
form lightly illuminated by the pastel colored visor attached firmly in place. A multitude of images from the 
visor flashed over Benjamin's gray eyes, and a single tear formed in the corner of his eye and dropped down to 


the bed sheet. Thomas closed the door and left the room. 


Down the hall, off to the right, Dr. Wise sat staring at the endless array of monitors and the motionless 
patient in the room beyond. He ran his hand through his premature gray hair and sighed to himself. It was a 
waiting game, one which he did not care for. Coming to a decision in his head, he rose to his feet and grabbed 
his lab coat, slipping into it and heading out to the door. Then he heard it. A low, audible beep on the closest 
monitor signaled activity. Grabbing hold of it, he spun it around and glanced at the information displaying on the 
screen with wide eyes. There, in vivid color was the first indication that there was recognizable brain activity. 


Dustin Bates was alive. 


No named bars dead end stars 
Empty roads to nowhere 

Unlocked cars life's so far 

There's no here to get there 

As fast as | run 

Could you catch me for once 

I's the last time, | learn my lesson the hard way 
Because you lost, 

Because | just love to hate you 
Because you lost me 

Cold and clean, perfect dream 

| don't ever want them 

Hand me down, white washed town 
Another bully anthem 

As fast as | run 

Could you catch me for once 

I's the last time | learn my lesson the hard way 
Because you lost 

Because | just love to hate you 
Because you lost me 

You lost 

You lie to me 

You lie 

You lie to me 

You lie 


You lie to me 


As fast | run 


Could you catch me for once 

I's the last time | learn my lesson the hard way 
Because you lost 

Because | just love to hate you 

Because you lost me 

You lost 

Because | just love to hate 


Because you lost me 


"What if there's nothing up there?" he asked, leaning back against the decaying wooden fence with a cold beer 
in his hand. There was a slight chill in the air, and a small breeze blew through the clearing, chasing away the 
clouds and revealing the silver pin points of starlight in the night sky. Off in the distance, some nocturnal 
animal moved through the forest, rustling the fallen leaves underneath the weight of its body. 


He looked to the other man, who was sitting on the top of the fence, pulling his worn out gray sweater tightly 
around his thin body. He was always susceptible to the cold, even on the warmest of days; he could always be 
seen with some sort of jacket or coat on, keeping it close to him like a security blanket. Maybe he needed 
something to hold on to, just in case he lost everything else, there would always be something there offering 
him comfort and warmth. Looking down at the person asking the question, he laughed and adjusted his glasses. 
"You know that can't be true, there's scientific evidence that there are a multitude of other universes, suns, 


stars and galaxies far beyond ours. It's only a matter of time before we are able to make contact with them." 
Taking a drink from the bottle, he shook his head. "That's not what | mean" 


The man in the sweater laughed lightly and looked at him in amusement. "Oh, you're speaking theologically? You 


never struck me as a religious person" 


He met his gaze with a serious expression. "I'm not." He lowered his head for a moment. "I've had so many bad 
things happen to me in my life, | seem to keep falling down this murky hell hole, and every time it happens, | 
think that | am falling to my death, this is the last time. It's finally over. Then | hit the bottom, and | realize 
that the fall hasn't killed me, I'm still alive, and | have to start clawing my way back up if | want to live, 
because the air at the bottom of the hole is stifling and | will suffocate if | stay down there. So | find a way 
out, | make my own hand holds and dig my nails in, pushing myself up until | can see light again" He took 
another drink from the bottle, frowning as the swallowed the last drops and then tossed it far off into the 
field, where it disappeared into the tall grass. "| suppose that | am just looking for something to believe in, 
something that can keep me going, when the darkness falls upon me. A reason to keep climbing." 


The man wearing the sweater took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes; he started to say something and then 
stopped, hearing the echoing footsteps of the animal getting closer. "Did you hear that?" he asked. The other 
man shook his head and turned around to rest his arms against the fence post, with a forlorn expression on 
his face. "Must be my imagination then" He pulled his sweater even tighter still, not wanting to resign himself 
to heading indoors just yet, he needed every precious moment that was given to him here. "I think that you're 


going about it the wrong way, actually." 


"Hmmm?" He continued to look off to the horizon, but listened intently. 


"Everyone thinks that they need some higher being for guidance, or someone special to live for. Lately, 
however, | am starting to believe that this method of thinking is completely irrational. | mean, if you consider 
it, why ~should you need to depend on others for your own happiness? People can be so cold and cruel, gods 
never answer prayers, and yet every single day, we do whatever they say, we pray to them and hope for the 
best. It's a sickening cycle of dependence. We've been taught at a very young age that you need to find 
someone, get married and live happily after, but it doesn't always work out that way, at least not for 
everyone. And if it doesn't work out, then we're told that we're failures. That's not how life should work." He 
smiled at his companion. "I wish | could show you, when you are consumed by that darkness, the astonishing 
light, of your own being. The only person that you absolutely must live for..the only one who matters..is you, 


Benjamin." 


Benjamin turned to look at Dustin, silhouetted in the pale moonlight which had an eerie orchid tint to it. "Do you 


really believe this?" 
Dustin nodded. "I do." He turned slightly, hearing the leaves rustle again, this time closer. 


Benjamin reached up and caught hold of his sweater and gave it a gentle tug, bringing his body down next to 
his own and rested his forehead against Dustin's, whispering. "You lie to me." 


Dustin brought his lips to Benjamin's and spoke over a kiss. "I love you." 


To be continued... 


The Great Divide - Chapter 4- Hollow 


Thomas slid the ID card through the glowing slot and listened as the lock released with a satisfying click. He 
quickly shoved it back into a pocket and waited as the door slid open, allowing him access to Benjamin's office. 
Stepping inside, his eyes were drawn to the desk sitting in the center of the room, and the great windows 
behind it, revealing a dramatic view of the barren landscape outside. It was now morning and the first rays of 
light were breaking over the mountains, casting everything that it touched with an eerie, amber glow. The first 
shift of work force for the base was settling in for the day, Thomas was watching them intently, taking 
pleasure from the fact that soon each one of these ‘rebels’ would soon be under control of the FEC, not to 
mention their ‘hero’ commander Benjamin as well. The ‘conversion’ process was already underway, and it would 
only be a few hours before it was complete, wiping all of his free will and making him a tool to be used against 
his own people. The thought of this pleased Thomas; it meant that he would be able to fulfill his mission and 
bring about the downfall of those who sought their pathetic ‘freedom. 


Sitting down at the Commander's desk, he switched on the computer and waited for it to boot up, tapping his 
fingers impatiently. He looked around on the desk, and noticed how empty it was. There were no usual stacks of 
papers from prior briefings, or reports waiting to be read, nothing but a empty desk with only the computer 
sitting on it. Thinking this an odd thing, Thomas began to rummage through the desk drawers, pulling them open 
one at a time, all where empty as well. Not a single item inside of any of them, almost as if they had been 
hastily cleaned out. Before long the monitor flashed with the welcoming colors of the greeting screen and a 
text box popped up, requesting password access. Thomas let out a chuckle as his fingers started floating over 
the keys, typing lines of coding that would allow him to crack the password encrypted computer. Minutes 
passed by as he worked, and he could hear the sound of men working outside the huge window and glanced up 
in annoyance. One of them waved at Thomas in friendly greeting, and he rose to his feet quickly and drew the 
curtains. Even though the men were accustom to seeing Thomas in the Commander's office, and knew of their 
friendship, he didn't want to rouse any unwanted attention, not yet anyway, this part of his mission required 


secrecy, at least until the visor had taken control of Benjamin and he could be put to use. 


Returning to the computer, he sat back down and finished the code, soon the computer unlocked and Thomas 
glared at the desktop, satisfied at his own handiwork It wasn't hard for him to hack into the system, with the 
combined knowledge embedded inside of his brain by the FEC. and the stored technical knowledge that the 
vessel he currently inhabited, it was incredibly simple and elementary. His celebratory mood was short lived 
though, and premature. Thomas's jaw dropped and went slack in astonishment. The illuminated screen in front 
of him was blank He stared at it in confusion. There was nothing on it, everything had been wiped clean All the 
files, directories, encrypted data, everything was gone. "FUCK!" he shouted, and pounded his fist down on the 
desk. This was an unfortunate turn of events that he had not planned for. The lack of any information on the 
computer and missing files worried him, it meant that someone had come in during the night and deliberately 
removed them, while he was in Ben's private quarters. His mind raced, trying to think who could possibly be on 
to his motives. The only interaction he had during the night was with Benjamin, who had been more concerned 
with Dustin Bates than anything else, and Dr. Wise. Thomas swore under his breath, his suspicion growing. 
Rising from the chair, he paced for a few moments and then made his way out of Benjamin's office and down 


the hall, waving and nodding casually at the few random people as he walked by, with a smile on his face, all 


the while, his anger growing. His deception was flawless, calculated, and perfect. The only person it could of 
possibly of been was Dr. Wise, and even if he was mistaken, the suspicion of doubt was there. Thomas knew 
that he had to remove the threat that the Doctor was. If he informed anyone of his suspicion with Thomas, 
the whole operation could be in danger. There were vital bits of information from the rebels that he needed to 
acquire before he could send the signal for the FEC. to come and annihilate the base, and getting this 
information would take a lot of time and patience, neither of which Thomas had time for. Then there was the 
matter of Dustin Bates. The FEC. had tried for months to get valuable information out of him, but they were 
never successful. The only thing that they were able to tap was the surface memories of Dustin and 
Benjamin's life together. Turbulent, and painful, those memories were filled with such insanity, such confusion 
that it was uncertain whether or not they were truthful or just falsified hallucinations created by the brain 
to disguise what really happened. The FEC. peeled away layer after layer of Dustin's memories, going deeper 
and deeper inside his mind, trying to find even a scrap of information, that would prove useful but instead ran 
into something unexpected, and that was the last, hidden remnants of something that was so powertul, so 
intense, that it had to be the source of Dustin's ability to remain alive throughout all the torture, and that 
was his incessant and undying love for Benjamin Burnley. The thought of it left a bad taste in Thomas's mouth 
and a strange aching pain in his chest. 


The door slid open and Dr. Wise looked up from his computer, his glasses sliding down his nose, to Thomas and 
gave him a welcoming smile. "Good morning, Thomas. You're up and about early today. How are you feeling? No 
more pain in your head | hope? You gave us quite a scare last night. You even frightened poor Lizzie, and | had 


to give her the day off to calm down a bit 


Thomas made his way across the room, and glanced over to the viewing window to where Dustin Bates was 
laying, still deeply submerged in a coma. His body was remained attached to all the wires and tubes that were 
keeping him alive, but his breathing was stronger and more even now. The ashen white skin that had been 
stretched taught across his sunken cheekbones had now started to gain some color and depth, and to a casual 
observer, it looked like he was only just sleeping. Thomas didn't even acknowledge the doctor's greeting, lost in 
his thoughts for a moment, thinking about the man that lay there on the stretcher, with a feeling of hatred 
and animosity stirring inside of him. The mined memories and images flashed into his head and it made his 
heart sink. Why was he suddenly bombarded with these thoughts? He struggled to keep his mind focused on 
the task at hand. So much hate? He had to handle this situation gently. He was here to deal with the Doctor. 
Clearing his throat, he kept his gaze into the room beyond. "l'm fine. Any changes to him yet?" 


Dr. Wise took a moment to glance at his notes. "There was some change last night..and..." 
Thomas quickly looked over at the doctor. "What? What was it?" 


"Well, if you weren't so anxious to cut me off so suddenly and let me finish my sentence, Thomas, then maybe 


| would be able to tell you." Dr. Wise scolded him with a stern look. 


Thomas sighed and shook his head, still trying to force the anger back down. Where was this coming from? His 
heart beat rapidly and sweat beaded up on his forehead, something was wrong, he should not be feeling this 
way, it was almost like.. jealousy. But why.. what was he jealous of? 


"Late last night, or should | say, earlier this morning we noticed that there was definite brain activity showing 
on the monitors. Its been growing in intensity over the past few hours. This could mean that his body is finally 
starting to heal, and he might come out of the coma with minimal damage. We've been pumping him with a 
mixture of chemicals that will reverse the atrophied muscles, limiting the amount of physical therapy he will 
need when he wakes up. There will only be a slight period of temporary paralysis which should wear off in a 
matter of hours. Of course we still don't know what the FEC. did to him, but only time will tell with that. 
Every person's body heals at different speeds; all we can do right now is wait and see." Noticing Thomas looking 
uncomfortable, he stood up from his chair, pressing a button that turned the computer screen black and made 
his way over to him. "You're looking unusually pale, Thomas. If you don't mind I'd like to examine you, to make 
sure that there aren't any prolonged after effects of your episode last night. The last thing we need is to 
have you out of commission, you are a invaluable asset here." He chuckled and gestured toward a seat with a 


friendly, open smile. 


His eyes went back to Dustin, as he stared at the glass, still struggling with the conflicting emotions in his 
head. "No. | am fine. Don't waste your time on me, you have to get him conscious, and the sooner the better." 
He muttered. "|. | need to speak to him." Thomas had come into the Infirmary to get information from the 
doctor, but now, seeing Dustin for the first time in this state had triggered something in him that was forcing 
him away from his primary directive. Keeping his thoughts focused, clear and on track was a struggle, and he 


knew that he had to leave soon, or else risk being suspicious. 


| wasn't asking you, Thomas." Dr. Wise said in a not-so-friendly tone. "You suffered a major neurological 
episode last night, not to mention breaking into the storage and stealing narcotics. This is a huge violation of 
regulations, you above all people should know this, you wrote them. Don't think that you're above it all, because 
you're not. There are countless people here in these bases that are all depending on you for safety and 
security. Thousands of them! How would they feel if this information became public? Think about it" He 


stopped, approached Thomas, and changed his tone to a gentler one. "I know you're tired Let me help you." 


Something snapped inside of him as a tremor shot down Thomas's spine and he involuntarily shuddered, a 
thousand memories suddenly came crashing into his skull at once. Fingers touching bare flesh, a feather light 
kiss on his hipbone, dark eyes looking up at him with desire. Benjamin's eyes. Their bodies pressed together, 
locked together in a lover's embrace, the heat from Ben's skin burning against him, hotter and more intense 
than the midday sun. Then the point of view changed, and he was no longer witnessing his own memory, but 
that of Dustin and Ben, their bodies entwined intimately with each other, kissing, touching, feeling, laughing... at 
him. Each memory brought exquisite pleasure and pain at the same time, scrambling his brain and making him 
nauseous. He leaned forward and rested his forehead on the glass, it felt cool and comforting. He closed his 
eyes and spoke softly. "I don't know what's wrong with me, my head.. it hurts so badly. The pain is all | can 
think about, it's consuming me, picking away at the edges, forcing me into the darkness. | keep trying to hide 
from it, but its coming closer and closer. I'm hiding in the corner, | know it's going to find me." Thomas 
struggled with the words, these were not his own It was his voice, but not his thoughts, where was this 
coming from? What was he talking about? His mind raced trying to take control of the situation 


Dr. Wise looked to Thomas intently, trying his best to calm and reassure the man. "Hey you've been through a 


lot, son. Why don't you come lay down in the bed over there and relax for a bit, we're going to get you taken 
care of." Trying to keep his voice steady, the doctor was stunned and taken back by his sudden revelation and 
confession, and attempted to make sense out of it all. He reached out and placed a hand on Thomas's arm. "l 


will get you settled, take care of that pain, and we will send for Benjamin, everything will be alright" 


"Ben?" Thomas opened his eyes to look at Dustin in the opposite room, placing his fingertips on the glass, he let 
them run down the smooth surface, never tearing his eyes off him, as a tear rolled down his cheek. Animosity 
and hate rolled through him, he wanted to break the thin layer of glass that separated the rooms and slip his 
fingers around Dustin's neck, but a reason eluded him. He pressed his eyes together tightly, wanting the 
peaceful darkness to wash over him so he could think. These were the repressed emotions that the real 
Thomas had locked away deep inside of him, and the visor must of unlocked and heightened them a hundred 
percent. His brain was being short circuited and firing in all the wrong directions, and Thomas struggled to keep 
his sanity. "Benjamin, oh fuck, what have | done? What have | done to him?" He opened his eyes and looked back 
to the observation room again. "I see them inside my head, | FEEL them inside of me, all the love, all the pain.. 


the sweet, dear agony that consumes them. Its horribly beautiful." 


With a concerned look on his face, the doctor tugged at Thomas trying to pull him away from the window, but 
he was younger and much larger than the old frail man and he refused to move. He considered getting a 
sedative injection to calm Thomas down, but he didn't want to leave him alone, he feared that Thomas would 
bolt out the door, and in his current mental condition, it would be disastrous. Dr. Wise knew that he had to do 
everything that was possible to keep his friend here until it had passed. "Tom.. hey, look at me. This is just 
exhaustion, that's all. Get yourself together; you can do this, okay? | can help you, but you've got to let me. 
Now, take a deep breath, and relax" He tightened his grip on Thomas's arm, letting the young man know that 
he meant business. "Take a seat; | can help you with the pain" 


Thomas stood still for a moment, his eyes glazed over and hazy. He let the doctor lead him over to a chair 
and he sank down into it and when he was satisfied that he wasn't going anywhere, busied himself with looking 
through the carts for something to calm him. He knew that if Thomas were to suddenly turn violent, it 
wouldn't end well for him in his old age. In an effort to keep his mind occupied, he called out to him from 


across the room while rummaging. "Thomas, you said ‘they’ who are ‘they'?" 


Speaking in a low tone, Thomas rested his elbows on his knees and sunk his head down. "Dustin, Benjamin, and 
Thomas. | have their memories. | have their emotions and feelings. All of them. Inside of me. Everything 
jammed together from a long time ago, expanding inside of my skull, making me feel as they did. Its too much 


at once, my head is going to burst open | can't control them." He muttered. 


The doctor found the injector and armed it, walking back to Thomas where he knelt down in front of him, 
fascinated, forgetting about the sedative for the moment, intrigued. "Of course you're going to have Thomas's 
memories and feelings, that's you, boy." He leaned in closer. "How are you able to feel Dustin and Benjamin? 
You've only come into contact with Bates a few hours ago, and he had been unconsciousness or connected to 
the FEC. device for most of the time, the only way to share their collective memories is if you-oh my God.” 
Dr. Wise stopped, and gasped as realization hit him. He clutched tightly at the injector in his hand. "Thomas, 
what have you done? Where is Benjamin?" 


Thomas turned his head slowly and met the doctor's gaze with intensity. A flash of sorrow came across this 
face for a moment. "I'm sorry" he whispered as he slowly rose to his feet. "I didn't mean for this to happen. | 
don't have a choice. | can't fight them anymore. | have to go. There's something | have to take care of." He 
turned away and was at the door in moments. Seeing a chance to make his move, Dr. Wise lunged at Thomas 
with the intention of injecting him with the sedative, but Thomas was too quick for him, and turned back 
around at the last moment, grabbing his wrist and crushing it tightly in his fingers. The doctor let out a cry 
of pain and tried to pull away, but Thomas grabbed him by the neck and slammed the elderly man against the 
glass to the observation room with a loud thud. His vision was filled with stars as the back of his skull 
impacted the hard surface and left him in a dazed state. Thomas released him and let the doctor slowly sink 
down to the floor, then knelt down beside him. A thin trickle of blood oozed from the corner of his mouth. 
Thomas reached out and pulled the doctor's glasses off his face, then tossed them aside, where they 
scattered along the floor and ended up near the door. Thomas picked up the injector and placed it neatly in the 
pocket of his flight jacket. "You are now going to tell me what you have done with the encrypted files for the 
base." He leaned closer as the doctor moaned in extreme pain. The sudden thrust against the wall had damaged 
his spine, and he was desperately fighting to keep conscious. "I know you cleaned out Benjamin's office, so you 


must of transferred them to someone, | want to know who." 


"| don't know what you're talking about Tom. Please, you need to stop this insanity. If you used the visor, we 
can find a way to reverse the process. You asked me to help you." Dr. Wise reached up with a shaking hand 
and placed it alongside of Thomas's face. "I am.. pleading..begging you, don't do this, let me help you." 


Pulling the doctor's hand away from his cheek, Thomas remained silent and went over to the computer, and 
started to browse through the files, talking to himself. "Useless, useless, USELESS!" He looked over to the 
doctor again, resting his elbows casually on the desk in front of him. "Dr. Wise... Aston.. | am going to give you 


one more chance. Tell me where you sent the files.” 
"Tom. | had nothing to do with that. | am a doctor, for Christ sake! Please stop this.” 


Thomas tapped his fingers across the desk, staring at the monitor and then leaned forward. "You're right, this 
is torture, we ~should stop this | suppose." He smiled and then reached out for the mouse, turning his 


attention back to the computer. 


Doctor Wise struggled to try to pull himself up, but a quick shot of pain running down his spine immediately 
ended the attempt and he bit his lip to keep from crying out in agony. Propping himself up as best that he 
could on one arm, he craned his neck over, trying to catch a glimpse of what Thomas was so absorbed in on 
the computer. There were no top secret files, or access codes to the base on the hard drive, at all, only 
patient information and programs that ran the medical devices in the observation room. "Oh god” Doctor Wise 


shook his head. "Thomas, he's a innocent man. This is murder." 


Thomas paid no attention to the old man's words and continued about his task, ending programs and canceling 
the life support systems that were attached to the patient in the next room. Within moments, the monitors 


went dark and alarms started chirping with their warning alert of inment shut down He slowly rose from the 


chair and came over to lean down next to the suffering doctor. "He's not innocent! If you have seen the things 
that | have, the sorrow and grief that he's caused, you'd understand too." He pointed to the next room. "That 


man doesn't belong here." 


"Tom. He's not going to take Ben away from you. Benjamin loves you. You should know that by now, half of the 
base knows it but never says anything. Why can't you accept that? What has happened to you to make you 
say and do these things?" 


A wave of rage crashed into Thomas, hitting him with such intensity and anger all at once, and he screamed at 
the doctor at his feet. "LOVE? Benjamin doesn't know the meaning of the word Love! You are all just puppets to 
him, can't you see that? Thomas knows this but is afraid to act, but | am not" He held his hands to his head 
for a moment, trying to get a grip on the flood of feelings that were pouring into him and spilling out with 
great animosity. The brainwashing device had malfunctioned, and had not completely deleted the emotions from 
it's previous victims and now was intensifying them and releasing them into his brain with such ferocity, that 
he could not control. Lashing out, Thomas pulled his arm back out and punched the doctor in the stomach, 
causing him to topple over in a miserable heap on the floor. He slowly stood up, pushing the dark curls of his 
hair out of his eyes and away from his face. "Do you know what | am going to do? | am going to completely 
destroy him and everything that he loves. It's fitting punishment for what he has done to others. This time, 
Benjamin Burnley will be the victim." With a horrifying calm look on his face Thomas took a step back and kicked 
the incapacitated doctor, aiming at his ribcage several times until he no longer cried out or made a sound. 
After he stopped moving, Thomas sighed to himself and glanced over to the observation room, where he could 
see Dustin laying on the table, his breathing now ragged and labored, coming in quick gasps. Without the life 
support systems keeping his body alive, he was going into renal failure, and his organs were shutting down one 
at a time. A smile of delight ran over Thomas's face, and then as Dustin's body became wracked with spasms 
and seizures, he turned on his foot and headed out the door. He'd be dead within moments. Thomas hesitated, 
and listened for a moment, hearing the predictable beep of the heart monitor. The seconds between the beats 
grew longer and longer, until suddenly it stopped. Flat line. Dustin Bates heart had stopped beating. Two down. 
Walking down the corridor, Thomas knew where he had to go next. The FEC. had given him a clear set of 
directives and mission objectives to accomplish, but now he had his own. He would make sure that Benjamin 


Burnley would suffer an excruciating death at it would be at his own hands. 


| was drifting, soaring, floating in a merciful darkness of warmth and delight. How long | have been here, | 
couldn't tell but | didn't want to leave. Nothing mattered here. There was no love, no hate, only endless dark 
skies that | wandered in for hours. | was safe from everything in my own little universe, until that first 
blinding pain shot through me and into my chest. | screamed out in the darkness, and | felt my heart thud, and 
then another, and another. The stagnant blood started flowing freely through my veins again, bringing nerves 
dive with it. The warmth that | had surrounded myself with started to leave me, melting away and leaving a 
biting, icy coolness in it's place. | shivered uncontrollably as | was ripped out of my darkness and thrust into a 
world of pain and blinding light. My arms felt as though they were on fire, while the rest of my body was 
filling with a strange numbness that frightened me. | struggled to open my eyes and immediately started to 
gag, panicking and thrashing about. | couldn't breathe. Something was in my throat, blocking my airway, | tried 
to raise my arms up to grasp at it, but they didn't respond as | wanted, my movements sluggish and clumsy. | 
started to panic. | couldn't get air into my lungs. Eventually my fingers wrapped around it, a large plastic tube 


that was shoved completely down my throat, it was a breathing tube. Why? Grasping at it with fingers that 
were hard to control, | managed to grab hold of it and pulled, my gag reflex instantly kicking in and my entire 
body retching as the last bit of tube cleared my throat. | let my arms drop back down against the bed, almost 
completely exhausted from the exertion and gazed at them dully. There were various needles buried deep 
within my veins, attached to plastic tubing that should have been pumping liquids in, however, the machines 
didn't seem to be working, at all, as a matter of fact, all the machines around me were dark, their monitors 


black Was | in the hospital? What happened to me? | tried to remember, but | couldn't. 


"Hello?" | tried to call out, but | had no voice. The sound came out as nothing more than a pathetic croak. My 
throat was torn from the breathing tube, and parched dry from dehydration. Calling out for help wasn't going 
to work. Forcing myself to remain calm, | pulled my upper body into a sitting position and glanced around. It 
looked like a hospital, but all the devices sitting around were like things | have never seen before. Highly detailed 
and complicated, they appeared to be far advanced in design and function. Looking down at my arms again, | 
grasped hold of the tubes and yanked the needles out. The penetration site immediately started to bleed 
profusely, but | didn't mind. The warmth of the blood on my cold skin pleased me, it gave me hope that my 
body still had some feeling left in it. Reaching up, to my head, | felt the tiny electrode adhesive pads attached 
at my temples, and ripped them off, quickly casting them aside. Looking around, | could see that there was a 
large viewing window that took up the entire length of the room on one side, with a door leading into the next 
room. | squinted my eyes, trying to see if | could make out anything from the room beyond, but without my 
glasses, | knew that it was futile. All! could see was darkness. | brought my hands up to my face and examined 
them, my skin was very pale and almost translucent. | could see the blue veins crisscrossing underneath the 
flesh as clear as day. Looking at my wrists, | let out a slight gasp, there were fading pink scars on both which 
ran very deep below the surface. | rubbed them and shuddered. It was a obvious sign of trauma. How long had 
| been asleep for? What happened to me? Where was |? Not knowing was making me feel anxious and | knew 


that | had to get myself up and out of the small room to find answers or else I'd go insane. 


Putting all my strength in my upper arms, | forced my body into a sitting position and yanked the blankets off 
my bare legs. More scars encircled my ankles. | tried to wiggle my toes, but the maximum effort only left me 
with minimal results. Reaching down, | massaged the muscles, desperately trying to get blood flowing back into 
them. Alone in my room, | listened for any sounds that would give away my location, any sound of footsteps or 
movement outside from someone that could help me, but there was nothing. | pulled my useless legs over the 
side of the bed and then | heard it, a unmistakable thump against the wall with the observation window. "Hello?" 
| tried calling out again, but it was barely audible. Something told me to move. Taking a breath, | grabbed hold 
of the side of the bed and dropped my legs down to the floor. | couldn't feel the cold tile under my feet and a 
wave of panic began to set in. | glanced up to see my reflection looking back at me in the observation window, 
and | was taken back by the sight in front of me. My hair was much longer now than it had ever been, except 
where there were strange clumps missing. | reached up and gingerly touched those spots to find painful, sore 
spots that were still caked with dried blood. As | probed them with my fingertips, | felt a wave of pain shoot 
through my head; the wounds seem to go right through the bone and into my skull. This wasn’t right. | had to 
get out of here. With great caution, | started to put weight on my legs. | was standing now, but barely. 
Breathing a sigh of relief, | let go of the corner of the bed and immediately collapsed down to the floor. Too 
much, too fast. "Damn it! | pounded my fist against the tile floor and fought to regain my senses. | couldn't let 


panic overcome me. My legs were working, but taking a very long time to come back, and time was something 


that | didn't have. Using my upper body, | pulled myself over to the corner of the room where the door was 
that separated the two rooms. | stretched up, waking up even more muscles to reach the handle above my 
head. Something in the back of my mind told me not to expect it to work, it was going to be locked, but much 
to my surprise, it was unlocked and | was able to open it with ease. Pulling it open, | dragged myself through 
the open door and into the room beyond, 


The first thing | noticed was the large amount of medical devices lining the walls of the room. Much like the 
ones in the previous room, | had never seen or heard of such advanced technology before. Everything seemed 
to be the perfect setting for a sci fi movie. A large desk with a computer and various piles of notes sat in the 
center of the room, and | started to crawl over to it when | heard the thud again, this time to my immediate 
right. | glanced over and saw a shape against the wall, and then almost instantly realized what it was. Laying 
there was a man, wearing a white lab coat, curled up in a ball, his face covered in blood and barely breathing. 
A little more strength had returned to my legs and | went over to his side, and rolled him over onto his back, 
he was alive, but barely. The wounds that | could see had obviously been inflicted by a another person, who 
had attacked the man and left him for dead. | sat still, my mind wondering what | should do when he moaned 
and opened his eyes a little. | don't know who was more startled, him seeing me, or me seeing him. His eyes 
fluttered and unfocused for a moment and then he reached up to touch the side of my face. "Dustin Bates? 


You are alive?" he asked, his voice barely a whisper. 
Y P 


It took me a moment to realize that he was talking to me. Of course that was my name, why had | forgotten 
it for a moment? | nodded and loosened the collar of his shirt and untied his bow tie to give him some 
breathing room. "Yeah, hey you're going to be okay. | am going to find some help for you, just hang on" To my 
surprise, he reached up and grabbed hold of the front of the hospital gown that | was wearing, and clutched at 
it tightly. 


"You have to find him before Thomas does. He's unstable and is going to kill him! Please!" he begged. | could see 
the panic in his eyes. 


| was dumbstruck. | didn't know what to do. | tried my best to calm him. "This Thomas person, is that who did 
this to you?" | asked, trying my best to make sense of the whole situation. The man in the white coat nodded, 


wincing in obvious pain. "I will go find him, as soon as | get you help.” 


"No!" he moaned. "There's no time. Do not waste any more time on me. | am dying. Please Dustin, go now. | am 
begging you. Thomas must be stopped; he doesn't know what he's doing. Take my ID card, it will give you 
access to nearly the entire base." He reached up and slid the card into my hand, curling his fingers over mine 
and holding onto it as tightly as he could. As | held him in my arms, | could feel his breathing start to slow, 
and a bubble of blood formed on his lips as his eyes started closing. The man was fading quickly and there was 
nothing | could do. | felt completely helpless. "Promise me.. please." 


"Yes, you have my word" As soon as | spoke those words, | almost instantly regretted saying them. | didn't 
know who this ‘Thomas’ was or where to look, or even where | was either. The extent of my knowledge was 
that | was here, sitting in an unknown location with a man dying in my lap, making a promise to track down 


someone with murderous rage in his heart. The last thing | wanted to do now was chase after some psychotic 


killer. Almost as if he was reading my mind, the old man parted his lips and whispered something. | bent down, 


bringing my ear closer to hear what he was saying. 


With his dying breath, he whispered. "He's going after Benjamin Burnley. Stop him. Please." the hand that had 
been holding mine dropped and his body went slack with his last word. | stared down at him in shock. | couldn't 
believe what | was hearing. This wasn’t possible. Benjamin couldn't be here, then again, | didn't exactly know 
where ‘here’ was. He gave up his life for me, sacrificed all that he was so that | could go on and live a life of 
my own. He was my own personal demon and angel, the soul that | couldn't be without, the man who stole my 
heart, and the one who broke it. He gave me so much, and yet took so much from me. | feeling of loss crept 
into me, | was missing something, something important to me. what was it? | struggled for a few moments to 
make sense of it all, but thinking was difficult, my memories hazy and unclear. The more | struggled to 
remember, the harder it became. | looked down at the man in my arms, and gingerly | reached out and felt for 
a pulse in his neck, there was nothing. He was gone. He had given me a warning about finding someone named 
Thomas who was a danger, and | knew that | had to go find this person. | gently eased his body back down to 
the floor and slid off his white lab coat. Thankfully it only had a few minor drops of blood on the collar, not 
enough to get noticed. | clipped the badge that he had given me onto one of the pockets and slipped into the 
soft fabric quickly. | was bound to raise some questions by going around outside of the room wearing nothing 
more than a hospital gown and a lab coat, but | really had no other choice. If the person in danger truly was 
Benjamin..my Ben.. then | had to go as quick as possible and not fuss around with details. | needed to find him. 


Grabbing hold of the edge of the desk, | tried to pull myself onto my feet with all my strength, and distribute 
the weight of my body evenly on incredibly numb legs, but it was a slow process. | was starting to have 
feelings and sensation in the lower half of my body now, but | was in no shape for running, when walking was 
going to be a great accomplishment. | wasn't about to give up though, he wouldn't give up on me, and | knew | 
couldn't let him down. Taking one step at a time, | pulled myself up to the desk and into the chair in front of 
the computer. As | sat down, the computer switched on, filling the screen with various medical charts and 
reports, all of which were mine. | scanned through it, looking at a record of the last few months of my life. 
My hands started to shake and my heart raced. The same questions popped into my head again, where was |, 
how did | get here, and who did this to me? | could remember the feeling of a early morning breeze on my 
face, flashes of salt water being splashed on my cheeks and being absorbed in a blanket of black feathers, then 
nothing. What happened that day? | couldn't remember. The reports made note of some sort of brainwashing 
‘visor’. | shuddered, the process sounded horrendous. Sighing to myself, | clumsily pulled myself back to my 
feet, these would be questions that | would have to have answered on another day. Right now, | had to my 


promise to this man, and get help as soon as | could 


Making my way to the door, something shiny caught my eye and | made my way over to it. | bent down and 
picked up a pair of black framed glasses that had been carelessly thrown across the floor. One of the lenses 
had a small crack in it, but they were in otherwise decent shape. | looked back over to the body on the floor, 
they must of belonged to the murdered doctor. My stomach turned at the thought of the violence that he 
must of been subjected to in the final moments of his life. Bringing the glasses up to my face to examine 
them, | noticed how close to my own prescription that they were. Without thinking, | slipped them on, and my 
vision instantly improved. | felt a little like my old self again, whoever that was. | gathered my strength and 
swiped the card that released the door, taking one last look back at the man. | didn't know whether or not | 


was going to be able to find the person he was looking for, but | was going to try. | promised. | broke a 
promise once before, | wouldn't do it again 


Thomas stormed into the room where the unconscious Benjamin was sleeping. He waited until the door slid 
shut, not evening bothering to lock it behind him and then across the room to bed where his body was. With a 
snarl, Thomas curled his hands around the folds of fabric on the front of Ben's shirt and pulled on it, causing 
his back to arch and his body to rise off the sheets. The visor still attached to his face pulsed a dull orchid 
color, signaling that the conversion process was still ongoing. Thomas didn't care. He shook Ben's body with 
force, shouting loudly. "I fucking hate you. | hate every god damn thing about you and all your ‘Messengers’ 
here too. | despise everything you stand for. | don't give two shits about your little rebellion against the FEC. 
anymore. They can burn you down to the ground for all | care.. but you, you Benjamin Burnley are a disease 
that needs to be eradicated." He let go of Ben's shirt and his body dropped back down to the bed with a thud. 
A slight moan escaped his lips. Thomas took a step back away from the bed, and started pacing, his mind was 
being bombarded with too much information all at once. Thomas's memories, Benjamin's memories and Dustin's 
memories all invaded his brain at once, trying to fight for space, and then the emotions and feelings slipped on 
through, being missed by a deletion of the visor during the conversion process, causing him to go mentally 
spiraling out of control. 


"Do you know how much Thomas loves you? Do you know how much | love you Benjamin?" he screamed. "I/we 
would be willing to lay down and die for you, and you just take this love and cast it aside, because you love 
Dustin Bates! Did you make Thomas spend all that time locating him just so you can have him back and then 
cast Thomas aside? Did you ever want him in the first place?" Thomas's pacing brought him over to Benjamin's 
computer. He sat down in the chair and started at the blank screen. There was so much conflict inside of him, 
so much animosity and hurt that it was overpowering him. He brought his fingers to the keyboard, hesitating 
for a moment and then started typing. Soon a box popped up on the screen, signaling a secure connection back 
to the FEC. headquarters. He spoke to Ben as he typed. "Do you know how humiliating it is to report back to 
your superior that you've failed in a mission? Huh? No, of course you don't because you never fail at 
anything." He shook his head. "| can't tell them that I've acquired the files that they requested, | can't tell them 
that | am still moving in secret, working on getting the files either. So you know what | AM telling them? | am 
telling them that | am out of my fucking mind. But seriously, right now as you're just laying there sleeping 
away, | am sending the FEC. the coordinates to your base, and in a matter of hours, you won't have to worry 
about protecting your little secrets and rebels because there won't be any left. The FEC. will come down and 
rain hellfire on all of you here, torching everything, and then when the fires die down and all that is left are 
the screams of the families here grieving their loved ones, that is when they will send in the Carnivores, and 
when they come, they will devour everything that they can. Have you heard the sound of them snapping the 
bones of their victims and sucking the marrow out? It's quite a beautiful sound" Thomas closed communication 
with the FEC. with a loud click of a keystroke and sat back on the chair, nonchalantly. "My work is almost done, 
which is good, because | don't know how much longer this body is going to last, Thomas's brain is pretty much 
pudding right now." He stood up and made his way back over to the bed, and leaned in to whisper in his ear. 
"And by the way, because this is the last thing that you're probably going to hear, | thought you'd might like 
to know. Today.. | watched Dustin Bates die, it was wonderful. His heart stopped beating for you, for him for 
the last time." 


A tear ran down Benjamin's cheek, and Thomas kissed it away. "You are amazing, do you know that Ben? Even 
lost in your own dreams, you hear me. That's why Thomas/I fell in love with you, you're magnificent." Thomas 
ran his fingers over Ben's unconscious body, tracing invisible patterns across his chest. The dull orchid light 
from the visor lightly illuminated the room, bathing them in a soft incandescent light, as Thomas crawled up on 
top of Ben's body and straddled him. The feeling of his warm skin felt wonderful between Thomas's legs, filling 
him with a strange new set of emotions. Reaching out with delicate fingers, he unbuttoned Ben's black shirt and 
let it fall open on the bed, revealing the vast plane of his perfectly chiseled chest. His fingers ran along each of 
the muscles, tracing each one with a delicate touch. He bent down and kissed Ben's chest, his lips warm and 
greedy to taste the flesh that reflected the dull light so wonderfully. Pulling his body up a little, Thomas ran 
his hands down over the sides of Ben's ribs, feeling each of the bones beneath the skin, and leaned down, 
letting his chest meet Ben's and kissed his exposed throat. Thomas's body trembled with excitement, he craved 
more. He moved his lips up to Ben's jawline, tasting and licking at the tender flesh as he stretched his slender 
frame over Ben's. The sensation of the magnificent, powerful body underneath him was euphoric. Thomas 
brought his lips, hungry and desperate up to Ben's. Looking past the visor, he gazed into Ben's deep green eyes, 
which were slightly clouded over in his dream state, totally entranced and focused on his current reality. He 
placed one hand alongside of his cheek, stroking his fingers along his cheek bone, while the other wandered down 
over Ben's chest and stomach, and slipped down into the folds of his pants, coming to rest between his legs, 
his fingers gliding along the thick shaft of flesh with delight. With his lips pressed against Ben's, Thomas 
whispered. "| hate you." Parting his lips, he placed a deep, lustful kiss on Ben's lips, inhaling deeply, drawing in 
the breath from his lungs and taking it into his own. 


The bright, florescent light of the hallway hit my eyes all at once as | exited the Infirmary, searing into my 
skull and momentarily blinding me. | blinked hard against the light and leaned against the closest wall, waiting for 
my eyes to adjust and get my bearings. Looking around, | could see that | was in some sort of military facility, 
with long, empty halls stretching out in every direction. The building wasn't in best shape, as there were 
cracks on the walls that ran from floor to ceiling, and dark discolored spots where the roof had been 
compromised, letting the water leak in. Willing my feet to move, | started off down the hallway, my bare feet 
carrying my still sore and tired body along the wall, moving only a few feet at a time. After a few minutes, | 
started to feel light headed, and my chest felt tight. | stopped and leaned back against a door, closing my eyes 
and waiting for the feeling to go away. Whatever had been done to me, obviously had side effects, which now 
were becoming very apparent. | knew | had to keep moving on, | had to find Ben. Ben could explain everything 
that was happening to me, | just knew that he could. | was anxious to see him again, my chest was pounding 
with excitement. | didn't know what | was going to say to him, words seemed too insignificant at this point. AIl | 
wanted to do was run right up to him and be in his arms, protected safe and warm. There was so many things 
| wanted to say to him. | had to find him, nothing else mattered. A sudden flash of memory flickered into my 
head, someone | knew, a place | had once been. My bloody hands were holding on so tightly to his neck, 
squeezing with all my strength. He looked at me and with his dying breath whispered ‘| love you Dustin’. This 
wasn't Ben, who was this? Then | felt the sickening crushing of his throat being crushed by my hands and his 
body dropping down to the floor. | couldn't stop myself from screaming. 


There was a light touch on my arm. My eyes shot opened and | was face to face with a wide-eyed woman 


dressed in medical scrubs. "Sir? Are you okay?" she asked with a truly concerned look on her face. 


The hallway was slightly spinning and | started to feel faint, my legs not wanting to support me any longer. | 
reached out for her, keeping my eyes on the floor. "| need to find him, can you help me?" | looked up to her 


face, hoping that she could see the seriousness in my eyes. 


"Oh goodness! You're Dustin Bates! Oh my gosh, you're finally awakel! Wait. why are you out of the Infirmary? 
Come on, we have to go back, you shouldn't be out here, Dr. Wise needs to be notified" She caught sight of 
the dried blood on my arms from the IV needles and then the borrowed lap coat and gave me a suspicious 


look. 


| knew what she was thinking, | had to gain control over the situation as quickly as possible and make her 
understand. "Listen.. something bad has happened. | don't understand it all just yet, but you NEED to take me 
to Ben, as fast as possible, please. He might be in danger." 


"Ben? You mean Commander Burnley?" she asked, curious and still apprehensive. 
Y PP 


| nodded. This was taking too long, | had to get moving. | glanced at her name patch. "Lizzie, the doctor is dead, 
and the person who did it is after your Commander." | felt odd using a military term to refer to Ben, but it 
seemed appropriate. "Now you have two choices. One is to run back to the Infirmary and waste time looking at 
a dead body, or you can help me find Ben-" | stumbled over the name. Only his close friends would call him by 
the short form of his name. "Benjamin, and we might be able to save his life. Even if you suspect me for doing 
something to the doctor, you'd be handing me over to the person in charge anyway, | obviously can't run 


anywhere, so please.. help me find Benjamin 


It took her only a few seconds to make a decision. She pulled my arm over her shoulder. "He's not in his office, 
| was there only a few moments ago to drop off reports, we can check his private quarters, and if he's not 


there, | am taking you right down to security, got that?" 


"Yes. We're wasting time, help me." She half dragged, half carried me through a maze of corridors and dimly lit 
hallways. We didn't pass anyone, which was odd. There were no windows, natural light or skylights. As we 
ventured further into the base, it became more desolate and dimly lit. After several minutes, we came to stop 
near a cluster of closely lined doors down a nondescript hall. She pointed at the large metal door near the end, 
it was just as plain as all the others, with no markings on it at all. It could have been a storage room, judging 


from the outside appearance. A small key reader flashed green on the outside. "This is it?" | asked. 


A look of worry came across her face as she nodded. "That's odd, the door isn't locked" Reaching out for the 
handle, | stopped her, resting my hand on top of hers. She looked at me questioringly. 


"Lizzie, you need to go back now, get security, tell them about Dr. Wise and then come back here." 
"No. If the Commander is in trouble, | can help him." She protested. 


| stood up as straight as | could, a little more feeling finally returning to my legs and feet. "I know you want to 
help, but if Thomas is in there, and if he puts up a struggle, you will be putting yourself in danger, and | can't 


protect you, not right now." 


Her hands went over her mouth to let out a stifled cry. "Thomas? Thomas Bell killed Dr. Wise? Nol | can't 
believe it, you're lying!" 


"Lizzie." Before | could say another word, she slipped away from me and began running back down the hall at 
full sprint, gone before | knew it. | was grateful that she had left, but | knew that | would only have a short 
time to myself before she would alert others. | only wished that she would believe my words, and trust that 


what | said was the truth. 


With shaking hands, | pushed the door open and peered inside. The room was quiet and dark. My eyes took a 
moment to adjust, and as | stepped inside, | could see the dull orchid glow of some sort of light in the far 
corner of the room but not much else. The door slid silently shut behind me, and | walked through the room, 
coming closer to the light. Within a few feet away from it, my heart stopped for the second time today. As 
my eyes adjusted, | could see him laying there on the bed, looking as handsome and perfect as | had 
remembered him. My Benjamin. His one arm hung off the side of the bed, his fingers bend in odd angles that 
resembled claws that occasionally twitched, and his eyes were open and fixed on something. He could of almost 
been sleeping, except for two things. one was the source of the light in the room, an odd visor that seemed to 
be embedded in his temples, covering his eyes, and the slender man looming over his body, sitting on top of it, 


who now turned and looked at me with a stare of pure hatred. 


| knew who it was, without even asking. Something in my head told me that this was Thomas, the man who | 
had been sent after. He looked familiar, had | met him before? His medium length curly hair fell down in swirls 
around his bare shoulders, his shirt was discarded on the floor, leaving his narrow chest exposed and the 
front of his khaki pants were unzipped and pulled open, obvious evidence of what he was up to. | felt sick. As 
he saw me, he sat up, arching his back and glaring at me. "Bates." He growled, his voice low and visceral. "| 


guess pulling the plug on you didn't work after all” 


| balled my hand into a fist. | had no idea what his motives were or what he was even doing, but | knew that | 


had to stop it. "Get off him." | insisted. 


He raised an eyebrow and traced a finger over one of Ben's nipples, teasingly. "And if | choose not to? Then 
what? Are you going to kill me?" He laughed and it echoed loudly in the room. "I know all about you Dustin 
Bates. | know that you're not capable of murder.” 


As he spoke, a pain shot through my head. The room disappeared in a flash of white light. | closed my eyes to 
shield them from it, when | finally opened them again, | saw a body of a man laying on the floor in front of me. 
It was not peacefully laying on the stage, in the sweet repose of slumber, but sprawled out in a display of gore 
and horror. There were large, gaping wounds sliced into his skin, from his torso to his neck, obviously made 
with some dull object that ripped instead of sliced Who was this? His flesh was bruised and battered in 
multiple spots, with horrid patches of discoloration whispering a tale of severe torture. There was a look of 
sheer terror on his face, frozen forever in a state of perpetual panic, or perhaps betrayal. | dropped down to 
my knees and was met with a wave of pain from my broken ribs, shivering and shaking. "I did this..." 


Another flash of light and it was gone. What the hell was that, was it a memory? Was it my memory? It felt 
so intense. | looked up to Thomas who was still sitting on top of Ben, perched over his pelvis with a look of 
immense pride on his face. | lowered my voice. "I said, get off him!" 


"Why? So you can spend the last hour of your life on this planet in his arms? No. | won't grant you that 
mercy. He belongs to the FEC. now. His mind is ours, and his body will belong to Thomas again" He raised an 
eyebrow at me, and cocked his head to the side. "Oh that's right, you don't know. Benjamin and | have been 
lovers, for a very long time. There were nights when | came in here and found him sobbing, crying and drinking 
himself half to death, depressed and angst ridden over losing you. I'd pull him into my arms and convince him 
that everything was going to be okay. You wounded his heart, pierced it and put a gaping hole there, leaving 
him with nothing but a cold emptiness." He reached out and stroked Ben's cheek. "Then Thomas came along, 
filled that hole with love and compassion. They fell in love, until word spread that you had been taken captive 
by the FEC. and then he spent all of his time trying to figure out a way to get you back, suddenly there was 
a rift, a great divide between Thomas and Benjamin. Who do you think could of possibly leaked that information? 
Who found you?" He shrugged. "It doesn't matter now anyway. Because soon everyone will be gone. All three of 
us included. | am just pleased that | had the opportunity to explain this all to you before you die, because 


Thomas never could say these words, so | will” 


| struggled to understand what he was talking about. | shook my head, all wanted was to get him away from 
Benjamin. "You're insane." | muttered. 


"Maybe so." He mocked me and shrugged his arms. "Dustin Bates, as you stand here at the end of your life, 
there is one important thing that you must know.. and that is.." He leaned forward just a bit, the light 
reflecting in his eyes and giving him a sinister, evil appearance. "He fucked me harder, and so much better than 


he did to you." Thomas laughed. 


"Mother fucker!" | shouted and lunged forward with all the strength that | could find. Intent on pulling him off 
Ben at all costs. My attempt was cut short though, as the weakness still had not left my body, and my legs 
buckled underneath me, and | fell down to the floor. | landed a foot or so away from the side of the bed, in a 
heap and looked up to see Thomas smiling down at me in delight. Suddenly, the door to the room slid open, and 
a squad of security men and the nurse Lizzie came piling into the room, their weapons drawn. Thomas looked 
from them to me in panic, and a sense of relief washed over me. Seconds passed, and then | saw him reach 
down and curl his fingers around the transparent visor that was connected to Ben's face. From the angle 
where | was sitting, | could see the vast network of Tiny, almost microscopic cables and lasers that attached 
the device to Ben's head, and instantly | knew what Thomas was going to do. | cried out, "NO!" With every bit of 
strength that | could manage, | struggled to pull myself up onto the mattress and grab hold of Thomas's arm, 
but | was just a second too late. The moment he got a grip on the visor; his fingers gripping around the edges, 
he started to pull, and it flashed from the soothing orchid to a warning orange color, and then a bright warning 
red. His elbow pulled back and the wires and needles bored into Ben's temples started to tear and rip at his 
head. The laser uploading transfer now dislodged from it's homing position, searing lines of flesh as it was 
ripped away. Ben's body rose slightly off the bed, and he let out a blood curdling scream of pain as the last of 
the tubes snapped free from his head, dripping with spots of blood that landed all over the white sheet. His 


eyes closed and he fell back down, bleeding profusely from the wounds in his head as well as from his ears and 


nose. Thomas slid off of him and towered over me, holding the blinking visor in his hand like some sort of prize. 
The broken needles and ripped tubes oozed with collected blood and tissue, creating a gruesome image that 


made Thomas look more like and monster than a man. 


"He's all yours now, Bates. Enjoy what's left, if there is anything left." Gesturing grandly, he tossed the device 
down at my feet and calmly walked toward the security, who quickly apprehended him and escorted him out of 
the room, only Lizzie stayed behind. She kept her distance and remained silent. 


| pulled myself up to the bed and reached out for Ben. "No, no.. Ben." | sobbed. He was ashen pale and 
surrounded by so much blood. It seeped down from the corners of his eyes, making it look like he had been 
shedding bloody tears. | tried my best to wipe it away with the corner of the sheet, but it was futile. Lizzie 
came to stand behind me, she was speaking but | couldn't hear her. She reached out and put her hand on my 


shoulder. | couldn't feel it. | couldn't feel anything. 


Benjamin was standing on the edge of a cliff, overlooking the sea. Dressed in his usual black clothing, he was a 
imposing figure against the new fallen white snow. He would often come up here when he was feeling down and 
think about Dustin This place was his solace, where he could be alone with his thoughts and away from the 
worries of the real world. No one knew about this place, or ever came up here, it was his own little secret. 
Here, away from everything trivial and mundane, he could be alone with his thoughts and feelings. Music flowed 
from him here, as no other place. Countless songs were whispered on the winds that surrounded him here, 
they flowed through him and to his guitar like water, crashing with a endless melody that made the heart 
soar with triumph or cower in fear. The bitter cold breeze today carried whispers of another coming storm, 
forecasted by the ominous black storm clouds that rolled in over head. He pulled his jacket tighter around him 
and watched as the waves crashed down upon the beach far below. The tide was rising, washing everything 


away that he knew. 


A small hand reached up for his fingertips. "Daddy, it's time to go." 


